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great Truth and Judgn 
(SF RT that it is the Cuſtom of 


© Men, before the 
© whoſe Lives have been led in a Courſe 
C leſs Illuſtrious. This indeed, ye be, is 


Hiſtories of 


A 3 the 54 


the World to prefer the 


greateſt Virtues of others 


7 
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 - Some Aecomnt of the Life, &c. 


© the general Humour. But I believe itto 


© be an Error in Mens } : For 


© certainly that is a more table Inſtru- 
< Qion which may be taken from the emi- 
© nent Goodneſs of Men of lower Rank, 
© than that which we learn from the ſplendid 
R ations of the Battles and 
© Victories, Buildings and Sayings of 
* Great Commanders and . — 

ſpecious Matters, as they are ſeldom de- 
© hver'd with Fidelit 2 they ſerve but 
© for the Imitation of a very few, and ra - 
© ther make for the Oftentation than the 
* true Information of human Life. Where- 
© as it is from the Practice of Men equal to 
* our felves, that we are more naturally 
taught how to command our Paſſions, to 
direct our Knowledge, and to govern 


our Actions. 


This Remark finiſhes an Account of the 
Life and Writings of Mr. Cowley: The 
un — convince all who read it, gow 

that common way of judging is from 
4 excellent Rules LE Bi are 
laid down by that good-natur'd and elegant 
Writer, upon the occaſion of repreſenting 


deceaſed Friend poſſeſſed and applied his 


The Gentleman whoſe Works I now 
publiſh has no ſuch kind Hand to cloſe his 


to the World in how amiable a manner his 


Eyes, 


— ²˙ ⏑⁰ ＋⏑ 


00." / e 


Eyes, and we are much at a Loſs to 
know any thing of the Man or his Man- 
ners, but ſo far as we may draw from his 
Repreſentation of laudable Characters in o- 


of Mr. Thomas Orwar. N 


thers, his Senſe of thoſe Virtues in him- 


ſelf. There Shines through all his Writings 


be contemned by thoſe of Mr. Cowley's Con- 


verſation. You may ſee he aſſociated him- 
ſelf with Men of Wir, but not fuch as liv'd 


under the Direction of the ſevereſt Rules, 
or underſtood the higheſt Taſte of 


Otway's Writings is, that they are the Ef- 
fect of Mane th a very good Genius. 


a very lively Spirit, accompany'd with much 
Gaiety, but indeed ſuch a Gaiety as would 


Writing. By this means the Praiſe of Mr. | 


But before we enter into any Diſcourſe of 


his Works, we muſt not omit what little 


we do know of himſelf, and his Fortunes. 


Thomas Otway was the Son of a worthy 
„Mr. Humphrey Otway, Rector of 
HWolbeding in Suſſex. He was born at Trottin 
in that County on the third of Mares 
1651, and Educated at Fincheſter. In the 
eighteenth Year of his Age he was enter d 
Commoner of Chri/#-Church in Oxford, but 
left the Univerſity before he ie „ Stand - 
ing to take any Degree. His firſt A - 
ance in the World was upon the — 
His Parts and Qualifications fer in fo pub 


lick, however diſadvantageous a View, could 
A 4 net. 
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not eng the Notice of of Quality 
about the Court and Town. The greateſt 
Friendſhip he met with was from one of 
the King's Sons, the Earl of Plimouth ; but 
that Favour went no higher than to re- 
commend him in the twenty ſixth Year of 
his Age to the Commiſſion of a Cornet of 
Horſe, in the new Levies deſign'd for 
Flanders. But he did not, it ſeems, find 
Encouragement, or was not himſelf turn'd 
for the Profeſſion of Arms, for the enſuing 
Winter he came back to London in a very 
indigent Condition. His Poverty, and the 
Relief from it, which he purchas'd by the 
Succeſs of his Play of Don Carlos, is repre- 
ſented in a Seſſion of the Poets, written a- 
bout that time with great Inſolence and 
Bitterneſs, without the leaſt Wit, in the 
following Lines: 


Tom Otway came next, Tom Shadwell's dear Liny, 
Aud [rears for Heroicks, he writes beſt of any: 
Don Carlos his Pockets ſo amply bad fill d, 
That bis Mange was quite cur d, and his Lice were all kill d. 
But Apollo had ſeen his Face on the Stage, 
And prudently did not think fit to engage 8 
The Scum of a Playhouſe, for the Prop of an Age. 

Tho' he fares thus ill in the Account 
given of him, by thoſe who might poſſibly 
F envy his Parts, Gentlemen who have 2 


of Mr. Tnomas Orway. 
vers'd with him, ſay, He was a Man of much 
Humour, eaſie Manners, and — 
Zonverfation. He was, it ſeems, very 
addicted to Pleaſure, and his jovial Temper 
led him into great Wants and Neceſſities: 
Men of Wit, at that time, not having the 
leaſt Encouragement any further than to 
partake in Riots and Debauches, from 
whence they were to return to their own 
narrow Circumſtances with the loſs of 
their Modeſty and Virtue : Thus they lan- 
guiſh'd in Poverty, without the ſapport of 
Innocence. We know indeed no guilty 
Part in Mr. Otuay's Life, any other than 
thoſe faſhionable Faults which uſually 
recommend to the Converſation of Men 
in Courts; but which ferve for Excuſes 
for their Patrons, when they have not's 
Mind to do for them. However Mr. Or- 
way was treated by thoſe who had the 
_ Pleaſure of his Company, when they con- 
deſcended to have more Wit at their Ta- 
bles than they conld bring thither from 
their own Stock, we find that he liv'd the 
moſt uncomfortable of all Lives, ſome- 
times in Exceſs, and fometimes in Want, 
to the thirty third Year of his Age. On 
the fourteenth of April 1087, he dy'd at 
a Publick-Houſe on Tower- Hill This ſhore 
melancholly Account of our Author may be 
of uſe to ſuch ingenious Men, who may 
Ay 5 expect 
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i fine Parts. Since theres 
we have 


fore little light into what re- 

garded this Gentleman himſelf, and his Cir- 
He was 

Manner in 


great from the Art of the Poet, 
rather than from the Fortunes of the Perſons 
ep ed. The whole Drama is admira- 
bly wrought, and the Mixture of Paſſi- 
ons, (raiſed from Affinity, Gratitude, Love 
and Miſunderſtanding between Brethren, ill 
| Uſage from Perſons oblig'd flowly return d 
Dy the Benefactors, the whole grounded 
upon very probable Miſtakes) keeps the 


of "My. Thomas Or war. I 
Mind in a continual iety and Con- 
trition. The Sentiments of the ur 
Innocent Monximia are delicate and nat 
ſhe is miſcrable without Guilt, but incapa- 
dle of living with a Conſciouſneſs of having 
committed an ill Act, tho' her Inclination 
had no Part in it. It was only, as I juſt. 
before remarked, in Orway's Power, to 
gre theſe Diſtreſſes in Domeſtick Life, 

Veight gh to move the al Senſe 
of an Audience. Bur he needed not, that 
an injur'd or miſtaken Lover ſhould be able 
to threaten the Ruin of Nations, and wage 
War, becauſe his Miſtreſs was out of hu» 
mour. : 
The Faculty of minglin; and bad 
Characters, * — eir Fortunes, 
ſeems to be the diſtinguiſhing Excellence 
of this Writer. He wery well knew, that 
nothing but diſtreſſed Virtue can ftrongly- 
touch us with Pity. Therefore in Fenict- 
Preſerv'd, to make us have any manner of 
regard to the Conſpirators, he makes Pierrt 
talk of redreſſi rongs, and mention all 
the Common- place of Malecontents. 


To jos the Sufferings of my Fellhwu- Creatures, 
And own i ſelf a Man: To ſer our Senator: 

Cheat the deluded People with 2 ſhew 

Of Liberty, which yet they ne'er muſt taſte cf; 
Yet whom they pleaſe they lay in baſeſt Bonds; 
ung whom they pleaſe to In/amy and Sorrows 


Brive- 


) 


" Some 2 &c. 

Drive us like Wrecks dows the rongh Tide of Power, 

hilt no bold's left to ſave us from Deftrudtion, 

All that bear this are Villains, and I one, 

Not to ronz#e uf at the great Call of Nature, 

And check the Growth of theſe Domeſtick Spoilers, 

That make ns Slaves, and tell u it's our Chartor. 
4 pag. 276 


 Taſfer's Wants and Diftreſſes make him 


Prone enough to any deſperate Reſolution, 
yet ſays be, 


The Bitterneſs her tender Spirit taftes of, 
I ows my ſelf a Coward: Bear my Weakneſs, 
| If throwing thus my Arms about thy Neck, | 
| # play the Boy, and blubber in thy Beam. = page 279 


Jaffeir's Expoſtulation afterwards is the 
| Picture of all who are partial to their own 
Merit, and generally think a Reliſh of the 


Advantages of Life is Pretence enough to 
enjoy them. 


Tell me why. good Heav's, 

Thou mad i me what 1 am, With all the Spirir, 

Aſpiring Thought: and elegant Deſires 

That fill the happieſt Man? Ah! rather why 
Baſc-minded, dull, and fit to carry Burdews? p. 280. 


How 


| 
| 


| 
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of My. TnoMas Orwar. 
How dreadful is Jaffeir's Soliloquy = 8 A. 


ter he is engaged in the Conſpiraey 


I'm hwe; and thus, the Shades of Night around me, 
J look as if all Hell were in my Heart, | 
And I in Hell. Nay, ſurely lis ſo with me. 

For every Step I tread, methinks ſome Fiend 
Knocks at my Breaſt, and bids it not be quiet. 
I've heard how deſperate Wretches, like my ſelf, 
Have wander d out at this dead time of Night 
| To meet the Foe of Mankind in his Walk : 
Sure I'm ſo curſt, thas, tho of Heaw'n forſaken, 
No Miniſter of Darkneſs cares to tempt me. 
Hell? Hell! why ſleepeſt thou? Pag. 284; 


In this Play, he catches our Hearts, by 
introducing, if I may ſo call it, the Epiſode 
of Belvidera. Private and publick Calamities 
alternately claim our Concern, and ſome- 
times we are againſt the whole State for 
the ſake of one diſtreſſed Woman, gain 
we come to our ſelves, and recover our 
Senſes in behalf of a whole People in dan- 
ger. There is not a Virtuous Character 
in the Play but that of Belvidera, and yet 


| fo wonderful is the Force of the Au- 


thor's Eloquence and Skill in mingling 
Vices and Virtues, and private with pub- 


lick Concerns, that the Ruffian on the 


Wheel is as much the Object of Pity, as 


| if he had been brought to that unhappy 


| ALCIBIADES. 
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m—L andetur ab his Culpetur ab illi. 
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To the Right Honourable 


C HARL E #] 
Eazz of Middleſex. | 


My LORD, 


Am ſufficiently ſenſible of my 
oon Arrogance, in that beiog 
5 # 4 | «almoſt a Stranger to every thing 
or You but your Fame, I durſt 


' this, under the Patronage of 
ſo eminent a Perſon ; but that generous Can- 
dour, wherewith You oblige all the World, 
gave me Courage to hope You might at leaſt par- 
don this firſt Offence in me. And though, per- 
haps, the beſt Preſents of this Nature may not be 
more than ordinary grateful ; yet I have here my 
Wiſhes, if the Sincerity of my Zeal, may atone 
tor the Meanneſs of the Offering: That is the far- 
theſt Proſpect I take, which whilſt I have in view» 
1 dare not (tho? perhaps as juſtly as ſome others 

_ have 


The DzD1cartioN. 
have done I might) complain of the Cenſures 
of the World; for fince I've heard that Your 
Lordſhip prov'd indulgent, I were unworthy of = 
the Favours You beſtow'd, ſhould I be concern d 
at the Malice or Petulancy of thoſe, who (alas!) 
will needs think it Modiſh to be Critical, but in 
the mean while forget tis as Gentile to be Civil. 
No, my Lord, *tis under your Umbrage only ! 
would court Protection, to whom Heav'n has 
given a Soul, whoſe Endowments are as much 
above Flattery, as it ſelf abhors it; and which are 
as impoſlible to be defcrib'd, as | am unable to 
_ comprehend them. But as pooreſt Pilgrims, when 
they viſit Shrines, will make ſome Preſents where 
they kneel : So I have here brought mine, by your | 
own Goodneſs only made worthy to be pteſerv d; 
in whoſe Defence I can fay nothing more, than 
that with it all my beft Endeavours are, and ever 
ſhall be ready to teſtiſie how much I am, my 


The muſt earneſt of Tour 


Servants and Admirers, 


Tuo. Or war: | 
| | 


T 


Trayeor, 


for 
falſe 


2 


PROLOGUE, 


rr 
Shall play the 


11 


— he of lt 


s nought — that. 
too . long a Faſt have 


known, 


| Dramati 8 Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Mr. Medbourn 


— General of Athens, but fied F 
”  _ thence in Diſcontent, and made Gene- 
ral of Sparta. betrothed to Timandra. 
 Tifſaphernes, the old General of Sparta, Mr. Sanford. 
Patroclus, his Son, and Friend to Alcibiades, Mr. Crosby. 


 Theramnes, the now Athenian General, 
- in Lone wich 21 ay . Harris 


Pohndws, a ycung Noble of 4rhens, his 4 
— LO 


Mr. Betterton, 
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and p my Flame. 
or Duty can you owe to me? 
Next what the Holy to the Deity, 
flings at the Altars move; | 
Madam, joyn'd with Love. 


7 
1 


. 
Fro, 
37 

= 


Hopes upon. | 
which only tedious Hopes ſuſtain, 
ignoble Pain: 


and till are piercing higher, 
Tims. Yes, as from Piles ſome wilder mole” 
To mount, but baffled part in Fumes away; 3 
So all that Love, you now fo ſtrongly boaſt, 
Sever d from Hope in a weak Vapour's luſt; ; 
But you too urgent in your Suit appear. 4 
f Ml Oh us we war for © Joy fo drer! : 
Tim. Since then you ty fo firmly vow, 
Warthy Therannes, here I do ſo too. [Gives her Hand, 
Ther. Thus, when the Storms of Love are oyer-paſt, 
We gain the wiſht-for Port of Bliſs at laſt. 
Ine er could doub.— [Kiſſes her Hand. | 
Tims, ben know I ne'er can cealc i 
From my vow'd Love to Alcibiades. | 
m loft, and all thoſe Joys I ſaw ſo near. | 
4 Deſpair : 1 
rous Cr y ve ſhown, i 
o throw me down. | 
Not te deceive you, I (Theramnes) krow 
am 44 . and Ycu. 
i 0 
of my Alcibiades: * | 


a dull, eaſie, 
'ning 
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ben finding him abandon d by the State, 
* You, to advance your Int reſt, did create 
1 New POT —— 
As if my Love were ballanc d by bis Fate: 
No, he had nobler Charms my Breaſt to move, 
VUnblemiſh'd Honour, and a ſpotleſs Love; 
Which though perhaps now know ano her Flame, 
'Yet | have Love and Paſſion for their Name. 
Ther. Am | then of all Hopes of Bliſs debarr'd? 
Oh too ſoft Charms ſway'd by a Heart too hard! 


4 Tim. V'are ſomething diſcompos'd, Sir, I perceive, 
And tis but Modeſty to take my Leave. | 

; Ther. Oh ſtay, and pity a poor Lover's Fate! 

. Tim. Ik Pity, Sir, is all you ask, take that. | 

' Ther. Heav'ne, can ſhe atthoſe Chains ſhe gave me ſcoff! 
| Tim. You at your Pleaſure, Sir, may ſhake em off. 

: [ Exeunt Tim. Dran 
a Pol. How fares my nobleſt Friend? 

3 Ther. ——— As thoſe who are 

TDTott'ring upon the Brinks of dire Deſpair; 


Help and retrieve me with thy aſſiſting Hand, 
Love thruſts me forward, and I cannot ſtand. 
Pol. Then, Sir, turn back, and face your driving Fo& 
| Ther. Alas! what can a fetter d Captive do? | 
The more I ſtrive, the faſter 1 am bound, 


: And pays Devotion to his Name; X 

2 —— 

f far we f 

| Thus my miſtaking Policy out- run 

k ns 698! Pm by [my own Plats undone. _ 

een Why do you let your Soul be fo oppreſt} 
.Tiv Patience belt befit a gallant 5 

Lor. J. 2 
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1 ALCIBIADES. - 
Ther. Patience! What's that? the Miftreſs of tame Fools; 
That can in nothing elſe employ their Souls: 
No; ſince, Timandrs, thou canſt diſapprove 
My juſt Flame, tor an abſent Rival's Love, 
III find that Riyal ou!, and ſnatch his Breath, 
Though ev'ry Step | tread encounter Death. 
Pol. Now, Sir, y are brave 


Already you've diſarm d Timandra's Charms, 
Methinks I ſee you rev ling in her Arms! 
Let's then o'th' Wings of Love and Honour flye 
To th Field, and meet th' inſulting Enemy: 
Where 


the Paths of Death and Blood we'll go 
To meet your Rival, and his Country's Foe : 
There the Remembrance of Timandra's Charms 
- Shall add freſh Courage to ycur corqu'ring Arms. 
But if Fate the ſo order ſhall, 
That by your Rival's Sword you chance to fall: 
I then (as Honour juſtly will command.) 
Inſpir d by Friendſhip and Timandras Name, 
Will bravely ſtem him, and with this bold Hand 
„or fall a Victim to your Flame. 
They. Oh noble generous Youth! whoſe tender Years 
Such gallant Courage and ſuch Hon ur wear! 
How can my Aims but in my Wiſhes end 2 Embraces f 
That h.ve ſo worthy and fo brave a Friend? 4 bim. 5 
Come my Pohyndu. | . 
Pol. —- On my Friend Fil wait, | 
: 


oO EO oy Rep eo, XR 2 


Through all the Labyrinths ot Love and Fate, | Exeunt. 


" SCENE I. The Text of @ Pavilion Rryal; che King 
and Queen of Sparte, Alcibiades, Tiffaphernes, Patro- 
cl. s, Guards, Ladies, &c. | 


King. Now muſt proud Athens lay her Triumphs down, 
And pay her Glory's Tribute to my Crown; 4 
No more ſhall ſtupid Greece her Fetters wear, F 
Nor make difadvantageous Peace for fear; | 
But ſhe herſelf muſt in Subjection come, 

And humbly at my Feet expect her Doom. 


Tif. Yes, Sir; all Glories muſt, when yours break 


Go ur, aud loſe their Beauty, and their Worth ; 


forth, 
1 


on © AS eee oa. 


| Courted with low and wh 


Arent. 
And like falſe Angels vaniſh and be gone, 

ing thoſe Shapes they durſt before put on. | 
Pat. Athens, the World's n 


Her Glory aims at higher Character, 
Than heavy Gown- men clad in formal Furs: 
Who wins her, Deeds *bove common Fate muſt do; 
Ard fo ſhe's only Miſtreſs fit for you. 
King. Yes! and I only will enjoy her too. 
Bur noble generous Youth, thou baſt alone [To Alcibiades: 
Things worthy the Atheman Honour done: 
Thou like a tow ring Eagle ſoar dſt above 
That lower Orb in which they faintly move; 
A Flight too bigh for their dull Souls to uſe, 
Which prompted em that Honour to daf 
Thinking their Baſeneſs they might? 
With the dak Cloud of Pubcy and Stade. 
But let them that black My ſtery purſue, 
By Worth and Honour Empires greateſt — 
Which when abus'd, their Glory does fu 
As revers'd Proſpects make the Object leſs. | 
Ale, Yours, Sir, like Heay'a's great Soul, is generili 1 
Diſpenſing its kind Influence on all. 
This makes Succeſs and Victory repair, 
To move with you as in their proper Sphere; 
As tragrant Dews leave the corrupter Earth, 
Exhal'd by th' Sun, from whom — have their Birth. 
King. The Truth of that we by your Lawrels know, 
Conqueſt your Arms, Triumph ſtill waits your Browes. 
By your Succeſs th Athenian Greatneſs role, 
Your Courage ſcatter'd their inſulting Foes; 
And from that Height to which by you they're grown, 
"Tis your Succeſs alone muſt throw em down. - 
Thus have we made you Gen'ral of our Force; 
And all thoſe Honours you were robb'd of there, 
We'll make our Study to redouble here. 
Tif. And I. (if that my Malice tell me true,) ö 
As diligently ſhall his Plagues purſue. [ Aſide. 
Alc. Of all my Courage or my Sword ſhall do, * 


1 he fucerks malt to your Virtue owe. 


B 2 | The 


2 Ar eis IA DESG. 
n the Juſtice of your Cauſe 
are, Fate muſt from them take Laws: 
— you o'er Athens this Advantage have, 
"You Fortune rule, to whom ſhe's but a Slave. 5 

King. Enjoy, my Tiſſaphernes, now thy Eaſe, : 
And plant treſh Lawrels in the Shades of Peace. 4 
The Glories thou haſt won fo num rous are, 
They ſeem as many as thy Age can bear. 

Bur if thy ſpacious Soul thou canſt confine 
"Withia this narrow Manſion of mine, 


De this the utmoſt of thy Wiſhes Bound, 


Poſſeſs bis grateful Heart, un _= thiaſt crown'd. 
NJ, Heav'in knows m oes no ſh Sti 
Mop rtf ne hearke _ " 
But ſiace Time tells me that my Glas is run, 
Setting me backward where I ; 
Since no way elſe they can their Duty ſhow, 
Pil only employ my Hands to Heav'n for you: | 
And what my Sword can't, may Devotion do. 

King. Howe truly he 2 glorious Monarch is, 
That s crown d wich Bleſſings ſo ſublime as theſe! 
"How can I —— appy be, 
Na ſuch beg: 


| ourage ſhown? 
And almoſt hid his Head in Crowns 1 won! 


* en, ax; 45M 


: 
k 
| 


Upon a fawning Rebel be beſtow'd? | 


Envy and Malice from your Manſions flie, 
For Iii act Miſchiefs yet to you unknown; 


Driven by that, di 
Yer here and ev'ry where my Grief's the ſame. 


Which ever to forget, would be as hard, 


AL O181aDES. 
And mult the Harveſt of my Toil and Mood, 


Who hwiag falſe to his own Country been, ö 2 

Comes here to play his Treaſons o'er again? 

Muſt he at laſt tumble my Trophies down, | 

And revel in the Glories I have won? 

Whilſt from my Honours they me 

with a duff Compliment to feeble Age. 

What ails this hardy Hand, that yet it ſhou'd 

2 at Death, or face a recking Blood? © 
thinks this Dagger I as y [Draws „„ 

And wtth a Strength as reſolute and bold, 

As hc who kindly would ics Point impart, 

A Preſent to an envy'd Fav'rite's Heart; 

And I, fond Youth, will try to work thy Fall. 

Though with my own I crown thy Funeral. 


Neſign your Horrour and your Snakes to me; 
" you ll all b Sues when | come down. [Exie; 


AC T U. SCE NE 1. 
SCENE A Grove adjining to the Spartan Camp. 
Eater Timandra and Draxilla. 


Tim. LAT uncouth Roads affited Lovers paſs! ; 
rous S: Sorr@wWs. 
Oh, Alcibiades, e has (trace 


Forgive th Exceſs of Love that bred Diſtruſt. 


ſguis d J hither came, 


1 


But kind — Friendſhip can diſpel 
The thickeſt Clouds that on fad Boſoms dwell: 
That does alleviate my Griefe, and give 
My weary'd Soul a ſoft and kind Reprieve; 


And as impoſſible, as to reward. 
9 3 | Drau. 


” 
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LETBIADES. 


ring you, my Happineſs ſecures, 
y my being yours; | 
were 


ſad Deſpair, | 
gave my yielding Spirits Reſt, 
And rais'd me to a Dwelling in your Breaſt: 
Then ought I nor, in all, my Soul reſign 
To eaſe her Griets that kindly pity'd mine 
Tim. In that 1 did what Honour urg'd me to. 
Drax. And Honour telle me Gratitude is due. 
Tim. But how grows Gratitude to that degree, 
To be oſſlicted thus, and weep tor me? 
Drax. Alas! that is the leaſt that I could do; 
To our worſt Enemies our Tears we owe. 
Friendſhip to ſuch a noble Height ſhould ric, 
As their Devotion does in Sacrifice, 
Who think they ſhew a Zeal remiſs and ſmall, 
Except themſelves as nobler Victims fall. 
Wi h as great Courage could I for yc u die. 
And ry triumphent S ul ro Heav'n ſhould flic; 
There | again my Friendſhip would renew, 
And lay up chiefeſt Joys in ſtore for you. ſrake! 
Tim. What vaſt and boundleſs Flights does Fricudimp 
Beyond what Scarch can fee, or Farcy track? 
Tis the Improvement of the Part Divine, 
When Souls in their Serapłick Tranſports join; 
In Souls united, fo we Friendſhip ſee, 
As many Glogies make a Deity. 
Buer Alcibiades from the back part of the Scenes. 
Drax. Madam, yonder he comes who muſt retrieye 
Your drooping Hc pes, and your faint Joys revive, 
Tim. My Alcibiades! how | begin 
To think my miſplac d ſealouſie did fin! 
Go meet him, ſeem all troubled and in Tears. 
And with the Tale I taught thee wound his Ears 
Mean while 1 will withdraw my felt this way, 
Nor would my ſwelling Paſſions let me ſtay. 


.v 
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Andi in a hello Sigh fend out. Au Me! 


ALCITBIADES. , nn 

Alc. What airy Viſions der my Eyes there move, 
Like the good Genius of an abſent Love! 
Where-Cer I turn me, I merhinks eſpy 
Timandra's Image ſoftly gliding by. 
guch tond Ambition Love Lis Slaves does teach, 

To make em fancy what they cannot reach. 
For oh, Divine One! 

How fickly Joys Honour and Greatneſs gran“, 
When thee the Glory of my Soul I want! 

Ale —— Guard me, ye Pow'rs! Draxilla here; 
And weeping too! Oh my Prophetick Fear! 
What is t your coming here would feem to tel: ? 
Relate, oh quickly, is my Princeſs well? 

Drax. On Sir! In that unhappy fatal Night, 
When to the Spartan Camp you took your ilight, 
When by the cruel Senate you were drove, 

Porch to forſake your Country and your Love; 


 Timandra, and my ſelt, as we were {ate 


In her Apartment, grieving for your Fate: 

No ſooner, with 54 ealesft oppreſt. 

Her wearied Soul in Sleep fought after Neſt, 
But Grief new Scenes of Mit-ry breught in, 

And plaid in Dreams its Horrours o'er again: 
Sometimes her render Arms ſhe'd forward ſtretch, 
Then fiercely at the empty Air would ex ch: 
Weary'd with Griet, ſhe then would milder be, 


At laſt ſhe roſe, and O ut the Chamber walk: ; O 
Sometimes ſhe ſtarted, then ſtood (til! and talk: 
Anon rep: at ſome ſhort and ꝑ thy Pra i; 
Again grow wild. and tear her preci..us Hair; 
Till having {> wrought Sorrow to that Height, 
That her Soul grew too tender for the Weight; 
Ter | my Courage cull collect to go 
And give a Hindrance to the fatal Blow, 
She with her Dagger ſtabb'd her fe]t, and faid, 
Thus dy'd Timandrs, that unhappy Maid. 5 
Ac. Ye Gods! Is't thus your Juſtice you diſpence, 
To lay th Reward of Guilt on Iagocence? | 
3 4 Wbat 


What though theſe Sacrilegious Hands have thrown 
Your I thoſe Pageant Glories, down! 
Muſt you Rey on her I lov'd transfer? 
You mighr have plagu'd me, fo y ad pity'd her. 
Bur thus I'll fend my Soul, where it may tell 
She lov'd too raſhly, but not lov'd too well: 3 
[Offers to fall on his Sword, but is hindred by Draxilla. 
Oh Siſter! do not hinder me my Death; 
Sighs are the only Uſe Pve left of Breath: 
One Blow will put an End to Grief and me. 
Enter Timandra. 
Tim, That, Sir, you muſt not do, nor muſt I ſee. 
fAlcibiades ſtafys, 
Why fly you back? Nay, if you ſhun me now, 
I ſhall grow apt to think my Fears too true. 


- 


Alc. Oh Heav'ns! does then my dear Timandra live! : 


The Joy's too mighty for me to receive; 

This was the greateſt Bliſs Heav'n had to give. 

How raſhiy did my impicus Rage prophane 

Ycur Goodneſs! oh but waſh away that Stain, 

Then I with Victims will your Altars load, 

And have a Sacrifice for ev'ry God: 

Till by thoſe holy Fires this black Offence 

Be purg d. and purify d to Innocence. 

But Deareſt, how could ycu fo cruel be, 

To let ſuch Bliſs be dreſs'd in Miſery ? 

To tell me you were dead! | 

How could you think but th' Horrcur of that Breath 

Muſt damp my Scul, and chill me into Death? 
Tim. Alas! my Fears could find out no Relief, 

But thus t'aſſault you in the Garb of Grief; 

This Tryal of your Faith my joy ſecures, 

As Thunders uſher in refreſhing Show'rs, 
Alc. Let us no longer then to Doubts give way, 

But haſte to th'Conſummarion of our Joy; 

So, with cur bright united Flames, diipel 

Thoſe anxious Miſts that on our Boſoms dwell, 

Being of no other J-alouſie poſſeſt, 

But which ſhall kindeſt prove, and love the beſt. 
Firs. And when our faithful, happy Hearts ſhall be 

Firmer united by that ſacred Tie, Ho 


— — << nn... 


Through a ſtrange myſtical Intelligence, 


ALC1BIADES. 13 
— — Lent - 
ing our Motions by our ove! . 
There we with Pleaſure will recount each Woe, 
Which we have paſs'd, and others undergo. ; 
There we'll reflect o th various Hopes and Fears, 
The mournful Sighs and the imparient Tears 
Of diftreft Lovers, whillt we'll kindly thence, 7 


Give em Redreſſes by our Influence: 
= fo, | ours R EY | 
Their full grown Joys receive a happy Bi 4 
As Planets — — bleſs the Eartł⸗ | 
A. Then, my Timandra, to our Bliſs let's fly, 
There's but one Minute more to Ecſtaſie. [ Exenn.& 
Enter Queen and \rdella. oP. 
Queen. Oh my Ard whether ſhall I turn? 
I'm al o'er Flame, in ev'ry Parc I burn. 
Ard. Your Majeity 
Queen. — Fool, Majeſty! what's that? 
Th' ill-natur'd Pageant Mockery of Fate; 
When her ungrateful ſportive Pow'r ſhe'd ſhow, 
To bar us of the Benefits below. 
But Ill her ſervile Policy deſpiſe, 
And make her ſtoop to Love's 


victories. 


Th' Almighty Pow'r of Heav'a , a down from thence, 
To taſte the Sweets of am'rous Excellence: 
Why then ſhould Princes, that are Gods below, 
Think that a Sin which Heav'n is proud to do” 
Ard. But, Madam, is it not a cruel thing 
T abuſe a loving Husband, and kind King? 
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ALC1BiaDEs: 
On my 4d z, I am loſt in Thought! 
1 have thee—— yet tis falſe, I'd not. 

Ard. Midam, your Royal Pleaſure but relate, 

Fl de as faithful, and as firm as Fate. 

Art thou then skilful in Love's ſubtle Arts, 
Cunningly to lay Ambuſcades for Hearts? 

Qaſt thou exprefs a melting kind Deſire, 

And give a feeling Draught of Love's ſoft Fire ? 

Ard. Madam, fo fubt'ly Fil his Heart betray, 

As one, who by ſome great Magician's Pow'r, 
Is hurry'd through the Regions in an Hour, 
And for Return again can find no way. 

Dueen. My better Angel! Fly then ſwift as Time, 
Or Thought; thou gain'ft a Queen in gaining him, 
Bur uſe fuch Secrecy as ſtollen Loves ſhould have, 
Be dark as the huſht Silence of the Grave. 

«#d. Madam, diftruſt not but that 1 ſhall do, 
Both what is to your Love and Honour due. 

Honcur! a very Word; an empty Name 
How dully wretched is the Slave to Fame! 
Give me the Suu} that's large and unconfin'd ; 
Free as the Air, and boundleſs as the Wind: 


Nature was then in her firſt Excellence, 7 
When undiſturb'd with puny Conſcience, | 
Man's Sacrifice was Plcalure, bis God, Senſe. 

| Enter Tiſſaphernes. 


Tif. Mataml by th King's Command I'm to you ſent, 
Who attends your Royal Preſence in his Tent. 


en. 1 gc [ Exeunt Queen and Ard. 
/. Now all is ripe, methinks | fee 
Treaſon walk Hand in Hand with Deſtiny, 5 
And both in a kind Aſpect ſmile on me. * 


Now the whole Court proceeds to ſolemnize 

The Nuptials of proud Alcibiades. 
Where ev'ry thing does as I'd wiſh combine, 

To give a happy End to my Deſign. 

It is the Cuſtom at a Marriage Feaſt, 

The Bridegroum 

Wich a full Bow! preſents his chiefeſt Gueſt. 


ALCfBIADES: 
The Cups, by my Secrefie and Care, 
With ranks. Porn al infected are: 
Which when our Alcibi ades ſhall bring, 
And offer as his Duty to the King, 
The Poiſon and his fudden Death will ſeem 
Fully a traiterous Deſign in him, | 
Then muſt the Crown deſcend on me, and fo 
I feaſt my Rage, and my Ambition too. 

Let Cowards Spirits ſtart at Cruelty, 
Remorſe has ſtill a Stranger been to me. 
1 can « 4 on their Pains with the ſame Eyes, 
As Prieſts behold the falling Sacrifice. 
Whilſt they yell out the Horrour of their Moans, 
My Heart ſhall dance to th Muſick of their Groans. [ Exit. 
| Enter Cap: am ef the Guards. 
Capt. Look that your Care and Diligence be great. 
See the Guards doubled, and each Cent'nel fer. [ Exte, 


The Scene drawn. di covers the Tent of 4 Pavilion; in it 
an Altar, hh, which are ſeated the King and Dneen, 
artended by Tiſſaphernes, Patroclus. and the reſt of the 
Camp, about the Altar ſtand ſeveral Priefts of Hymen. 


King, Each Day b: ings ſome Surprize of Pl-aſure, here 
Love vies his Triumphs with the God of War. 
Six Prieſts of Hymen dance. 
The Dance ended Enter Chief Prieſt and Prieſteſs of Aymen, 
Priet leading Timandra, and the Priefteſs Alcibiades. 
Prieſt Si gs. | 
Diſtracting Jealcutics and Fears, 
Heart-breaking S bs and reſt!eis Tears 
Fly to the Breaſts that are 
Wrackt with D:fpait : 
In this, 
Priefde/s. Or this, 
Chs, No Tears but thoſe of Joy, no Pantings but of Blife, 
Prieſteſ;. Yes, yes, by Love alone we ſec 
On Earth the Glories of a Deity: 
For tis the greateſt Work above, 
To be Innocent, and Love. 


* 
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then that flame ſo nobly 
Delights mult they 
Earth to their Honour are 
chief Bleſſings 

Fri. Let's then proceed, 
To join thoſe Hands whoſe 


here, 


have there! | 
juſt,and their Love, 


See, ſee theſe pure refin'd Deires 


at thy Torch, wait at thy Torch, to improve their Fires 


's Chorus is ſinging, Hymen enters with his Torch, 
ms their Hands with a Wreath of Roſes, which the 
teſteſs ſkrikes with —— then they offer 
— 


Ceremony ended, a Dance is perſorm d by fou Prieſts and 

Priefleſſes of Hymen, all carrying in their Hands ſhort 

Sprars mnffi'd with Flowers and Bonghs of Fruit 

which a Bowl is brought in, and preſented to Alciiades, 

who immediately upon the Receipt bows to the King, who 

! deſcends with the Queen, and recerves the Bowl of fois, 
then ſpeaks, 


King. To ſhew how ſtrict a Reverence I have 
For ev'ry thing that loyal} is and brave, | 
Drawing near zo Tiſſaphernes, 
This ſignal Honour only due to me, 
Thus Tifſaphernes, I conter on thee: | Preſents him the Bowl. 
Ti. Confufion! What means this? 
_ Nay, do not ſtart, 
Þ is the Offering of a grateful Heart: | 
Come drink to ſuch a Depth as may expreſs 
Thy Wiſhes for their Joy, and Sparta Happineſs. 
Tif I muſt obey your Majeſty — 
[Proering 10 drink, lv all he Bowl, and jen 0 ſwoon back. 
Fat. Alas, wy Father! J 


1 
— oy 
both 2 

This 


2b 


Aeris 


y im. 
, ch. Sir, needs no other help than this, [fainely. 
That you will pardon its Infirmities. 


The Wine was of ſo ſtrong an Excellence, 
Its Spirits prov'd too mighty for my Senſe. 
| 


without. Enter Officer. 

Off. Dread Sir, your Camp th Athenian Force alarms: 
Wirhout the City Gates th'appear in Arms, ; 
And with a numerous and warlike Train 
Begin their March upon the neighb'ring Plain. 

Their bloody Enſigns all diſplay d appear, 
And hold an am'rous Combat with the Air. 
Looſly they fly, and with a wanton Play, 
Seem to ſalute the Sun-beams in their way: 
Whilſt their ſhrill Trumpets rattle in the Sky, 
As if with Mulick they'd charm Victory. 


And this Triumphant Pride does higher grow: . 


That they may make a Conqueſt fit tor you, 
Xing. 'Tis well; ev'ry Battalia reinforce 
With my late freſh Supplies of Perſoan Horſe. 
Their Fate no longer will delay endure; 
Pr: pare to fight em in this very Hour. 
Fd have this Day hereafter r be, 
For the Renown of Love and Vi . [Shouts from afars. 
Enter another — i "ou 
2 Off. The Enemy, Sir, does on the Plain appear, 
And A. re-ecchoing Shoutings pierce the Air. 3 
King. $0 Beaſts decreed for Slaughter, e er they fall, 
With their own Bel wings ring their Funeral. =» 


- 


ACT 


Tess. 


ACT II. SCENE l. 
SCENE the Camp. 


Enter Tiſſaphernes. 
1 * on my nig ard Stars; they were ſo poor, 
That my Revenge prov d greater than their Pow'r : 
My Fury had begut fo Caſt a Birth, 
Fate wanted Streng h enough to bring it forth. 
[Trumpets afar-off ſound a Charge. 
That ſprightly Sound daris fiercely through my Soul, 
Oh that | might one Minute Fate controul; 
Could but command one happy fate Dart, 
To ſend it £1! into the Gen'ral's Heart. 
Enter King and Ju en attended. claim: 
King. Thus muſt proud States ſubmit, when Monarchs 
They govern in a rue diſorder'd Frame, 
As Stars in a dim Senate rule the Nighr, 
But vaniſh at the Sun's more potent Light. 
Athens now feels the Fury of my Heat: 
A Pow'r like theirs, div.4ed, can't be great: 
It may tumuitud us and rum'rons 151, 
But ne*cr contract to give a ſteady Blow. 
Queen. In S:ates, thoſe monſtrous many-hteaded Pow'is 
Their private lat reſt publick Good devours. 
'Tis true, when in their Hands a Ru'e they gain, 
They know to uſe that Power, not maintain. 
Like Pirates in a Fleet, a while they may | 
Seem dreadtu]; but when by ſome juſter force | 


» 


— — A 


.. 
Each his on Safety ſeeks, and ſhrinks away. 

Tif. You, Sir, have vanquiſh'd Emp'rors, fetter d King: 
States are ſuch mean and deſpicable Things, 
ar d with other Glories y'ave ſubdu'd, 
Their Co:queſt ſeems but a ſoft Interlude, 
* [Trumpets from far ſound 4 Rerreat. | 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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ALCIBLADES * 
Enter @ Meſſenger. 
Meſ. This Minute, Sir, your Glories are complex, 
The routed Enemy makes a faint Retreat: 
Victory, bluſhing they no more could do, 
With a full Wing directs her Flight ro you. 

King. Thus Deidamis are our Wiſhes crown'd, 
Love and Renown in the ſame Sphear go round : 
Our laſting Loves draw laſting Victories, 
Whilſt Courage takes his Flame from Beauty's Eyes. 

Enter another Meſſenger. 

2 Meſ. Thus bourly, Sir, freſh Glories you receive, 

Athens no more's your Enemy, but Slave. 

Like the ſad Ruins of a Hurricane, 

Their tatter'd Troops are ſcatter'd o'er the Plain, 

And in diforder'd Parties make away. 
King. Relate, how went the Bus'neſs of the Day? 
Meſ. Brave Alciviades has Wonders done. 

Ne'er greater Courage was in Sparta ſhown. 

Troops were not able to withitand his Shock, 

Like Thunder from a Cloud his Fury broke 

On all his Enemies; and like that too, 

Death and Amazement did attend each Blow, 

Long doubtful Fortune dally d on her Wheel, 

And neither ſeem'd ta move ir, nor ſtand (hill, 

Till at the laſt the brave Poiyndus fell. 

His Loſs did fo amaz: the Enemy, 

That in Diſorder they begin to fly. | 

Vet brave Theramnes rally d in their Head; 6 =. 


Though ſo their Fate was but a while delay d, 

For by our Gen'ral he was Captive made. 
At which again they did their Flight renew, «4 
With Numbers too ſo tatter'd and fo few, 42 
It hid been Barbariſm to purſue. 

Taen fair Timandra, who from far had been 
An anxious Looker on this Tragick Scene, 
With all the haſte Joy could, er Love afford, 
Flies to congratulate her conqu ring Lord; 

No both in ſolemn Triumph this way move; 
To Crown your Glaries, as you Crown'd their Love: 


Trumpets, 


©] 
AL C1BIADES. 
og oog hr y ndng 
Priſener: Alcibi ; 20 the King. 
, of your Brav'ry I've already heard, 
above the 1 — % 1 
but juſt that I ſho | 
—— — 
, and give this Ceremony o'er, 
ill becomes a Conqueror, [Alcib. riſes, 
. Conqu'rors that are triumphant in the Field, 
their Monarch's Feet their Trophies yield; 
thoſe Glories which their Conqueſts claim, 
have Subordinate from them. | 
my Sword this Captive has o'ercome, 
ou he muſt expect his Doom. 
and in this you have o'ercome him too, 
talk, Sir, half fo faſt as you. | 
though I am your Priſoner, I hate 
Pride upbraid me with my Fate. | 
„was t not my Favour that you live? 
I hate that Lite your Hand did give. 
our Fate been mine—— 
kind Deftiny more home, 
are Infolence. 


4 . 
* draw, 
clog'd Law. 
One firſt, muſt know 
— ü and what's 48 you? 

is Rudeneſs, Sir, my F can't engage: 
ill manner d, ond was Rage. 
„Tu follow ſtill my Hate to thee ; 
ins obſtruct thy Deſtiny : 

me in Timandra's Love, 
which I gave thy Glories a Remoye; 
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Sir 
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By al Deſpairs, dark Arts, thy Fall c eſign, 
Till in thy Blood I write Timandra. mine. : 
| Alc. Rave on; know of your Threats no Senſe I feel, 
Fd laugh at em, were't not to loſe a Smile. 
King. But I'll take care that he ſhall better know, 
What tis a Captive for his Life does owe. 
How dare you offer here theſe Injuries? 
Kro you how much this gallant Man I prize? 
Guards, to Confinement the Offender bear, 
Be his Bonds narrow, and Reſtraint ſevere. 
Since in your Breaſt ſuch a hot Frenzy re! 
We'll try how you can brave it in your Chains. 
Ther, So King, as thou ſhalt envy what th'aſt dune; 
have a Soul can ſmile when thou doſt frown. 
Whilſt 1 Timandra's fair Idea wear, 
can't want Freedom, for I'll think of her. [Exit g 
King. Thus, Madam, to your Eyes muſt Conqueſt bow; 
Who are your Slaves no other Fetters know. y 
Tim, If any Charms in me there can appear, 
They only are confin'd and bounded there: 
No greater Aims nor more Ambition knows, 
Than how, Sir, to oblige him that ſerves | 
- Ale. Your gen'rous Pity to our faitkful 
That Power which it gave em juſtly claims. 
Thus bappy by your great Indulgence made, 
In Joys ſo perfect, nothing can remove: 
Your ſpreading Glories ne'er ſhall ſhrink or fade, 
Till you forget to aſpire, and we to love. 
But how dare | uſurp the leaſt Pretence, 
Who only borrow all my Lawrels hence! [Pointing to Pat, 
This is that noble Youth, who, when I ſtood > 
Beſet on ev'ry fide with Death and Blood, 
To my Relief ſuch gen'rous Succour brought, 
And things ſo much above ev'a Wonder wrought. 
Pat. You, Sir, that taught me Friendſhip, taught me tos 
How much is to that facred Title due. | 
No, Sir, it your Lite at bazard lye, 5 | 
Though thouſand Dea: hs ſhould dare me, on I'll flie, 
And Conquer all, or bravely with you die. 


TY 4 
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Ale, |} 


Leis rA ES. 


Yer return ac 5 
Which is ſo great twill no Expreſſion bear. [ Embrace: him. 
Tif. Hell! Sure my Blood is grown degenerat : 


i. : 
Can this my Son embrace the Man I hate? [ Afrde, * 


In ſuch a Son, of ſuch a Friend poſſeſt 
Thus from thy rev rend Trunk freſh Glories ſpread, 
And with their pious Laurels ſhade thy Head. 

Tif. In this warm Comfort patiently Fil fir, 
Till Fate ſha!l come and claim her lateſt Debt. 
Sometimes my Youth's paſt Triumphs I'll review, $ 


And pleaſe my ſelf they were approv'd by you: 
Alas, I've nothing elſe left now to do. [ Ironically. 
Oh my dear Boy! Sir, be my Joy thus ſhown, 
Poſſeſs the Father as ow gain'd the Son [ Embrace: both. 
ing. Monarchs, thus „the ſhocks of Fate detie : 
No bonds fo firm as which Friendſhip tie. 
[ Exit King attended, © 
 Manent Alcibiades, Timandra and Draxiſſa. 2 
lc. Now, nobleſt Siſter, how ſhall be repay d ; 
Thoſe large Endearments, which your Love has made? 3 
Our Happineſs will but imperfe& prove. 
If midſt the growing Pleaſures of our Love, 
We nothing elſe in Gratitude can do, 
Than only wiſh a Happineſs to you. 
f Drax. What I have done, Sir, never had regard 
To that ſiniſter thing we call Reward. 
Good Deeds th ir worth and value have from lence, 
They their own Glory are and Recompence. 
Alc. Bur Siſter, if 1 might one Queſtion move 
Drax. Your pleaſure, Sir: 
Ac. — ould you not Madam —— Love 
The Friend, ia whom 'n happy ſince I carne, 
In Honours as renown'd as in his Name? 
He, when I to him often would relite 
The fad Adventures of my Love and Fate; 
So much your galiant Friendſhip did admire, 
That with your Character he grew on Fire; 


And 


It any thing in me he can approve, 


| You made as happy as you have made me. LZreant 


Believe it is a Blow will! wound you home. 


ALETBTADE 
And bears a Flame fo noble and ſublime, 
As not to love again would be 8 Crime. 

Drax. Sir, that's a thing | cannot now diſqgurſe; 
Love rarely conquers with a ſudden Force. 
Nor mult I that acknowledge as my due, 
Which was perhaps a Compliment to you: 


I may believe it Gallantry, not Love. 

Alc. 1 ſhall no more your Modeity offend : 
Pardon a forward Zeal to ferve my Friend. 
But if ought add a Bleſſing, twill to fee 


Enter Tiſſaphernes and Patroclus. 
Tiſ. D'you underſtand, Patroclus, what yave done? 
Have you conſider d that you are my Son? 
Pat. Sir, tis a Title I am proud of — 
Tif. How can you then deſcend to things ſo baſe, 
That blot my Glory, and my Name deface ? 


Whilſt thus your blinded Folly fo adores 


The only Traytor, that my Soul abhors? 
Pat. How, Sir ! I doat uron the Man you hate? 
No, I had never Thoughts ſo impious yet. 
By all my Hopes, if any Wretch there be 
S'unhappy to be held your Enemy, 
Rather than in my Breaſt his Image bear, 
kd raze it from my Heart, or ſtab it there, 
Tiſ. Stay, leſt you ſhauld pronounce too raſh a Doom; 


But | will try 
What gen'cous Reſolution you expreſs, 
Know then you mult hate Alcibiades. 

Pat. Protect me Heav'n! can you command that I 
Should break that Knot you did fo lately tie! 
Was't not your Love that did our Friendſhip join? 
Did not your kind Embraces ſecond mine ? 
Ty. Embraces! Love! and Kindneſs! what are theſe ? 
The outward Varniſh that our Hearts diſguiſe. 
Haſt thou fo long with Courts converſant been, 
The various turns of Power and Greatneſs ſeen, Fe 


»t 
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Always to ſmile in's Face — to wound? 


Piercing his Breaſt, I ſtab my on Image there. 

Ti. Come, lay theſe idle Boyiſh Scruples down, 
Do as becomes your Virtue and my Son. | 
Can you behold bim rev'ling in my Place, 

And turning all my Honours. to Diſgrace: 
And can you of fo little Value prize 
The Honour of your Blood, not to ſhed his? 

Pat, Oh, Sir, no farther urge this horrid Theam, - 
"Twill blaſt your Glories, and your Wreaths defame. 
Do but look on that Life you would deſtroy, 

See if it ben't as ſpotleſs and ſerene 
As that which in their Heav n bleſt Saints enjoy, 

Pure and untouch d but with a Thought of Sin. | 
Endearments of a — — [Kneel:. 
i Charm cannot ity move, 
dear Mother's Gbod w a5 * | 
h'd me her chief Treaſure to your Care, 1 
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av'ry of your Youth look back, « 
bright Paths of all your Triumphs track. | | 
hat "twill be thoſe Glories to exchange, 
brutal,, infamous Revenge. | / 
recall, recall the dire Decree, | : 
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Pat. Then fee how | refign-that Intereſt here: (Riſes, 

Thus all the Bonds of Duty cancell'd are. ' 
Whilt ſuch black Horrcurs in your Soul I fee, ; 
Nee oo; my Father, but my Enemy. | ö 


Now 


I "Now againſt me let all your Vengeance come; 
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Brave Alcibiades —— 
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Thus, thus my Breaſt for your Revenge has room. 


No, fince ſuch barb'rous Miſchiefs you dare do, 
Pill die for him bu: ſcorn to live for you, 


Why don't you ſtrike, Sir? Is your Rage grown faint? 


Tif. I fear ve too much trifl'd with this Boy ; 
Curie on his Honour, 'twill my Hopes deſtroy. 
But 111 ſmooth all in time. Oh my dear Son, 
Now art thou worthy to be call'd my own. 
None but a Heart, that's truly noble, con d 


Ever deſerve a Title to my Blood. ; 
No, may ye both in your brave Friendſhip be 
As truly Happy as I am in thee, 4 


Pat. Is then my Father kind? can he approve 
Our Friendſhip? Does he once more crown our Love? 


Oh, Sir, let thus my *Acknowledgment be giv'a, 


As we for Bleſſings offer Thanks to Heav'n. [Kneels, 
Tiſ. Riſe, riſe thou Comfort of my Age; I now 

Have underitood ali 1 could wiſh to know. 

Alas, in this Diſguiſe I did but try | 

The Strength and Virtue of thy Conſtancy. 

"Tis a Retreſhment to this hoary Head, 

To prove that Virtue which my felf have bred, 


Thus bleſt in Peace Fil to my Grave deſcend, 


As the declining Sun goes down at Night, Y 

Pleas'd with the rifing of an Of- ſpring Light. =— 
Pat. Such myſtick Ways Fate does our Loves confirm; j 

As rooted Trees ſtand faſter by a Storm. 

After this ſhock our Friendſhip's more ſecure, | 

As Gold try'd in the Fire comes forth more pure. {Exit. 
Tiſ. There's ſome Foundation yet for my Defign; 

The Captive's brave; I'll try to make him mine. 

Unweary'd I will let my Fury range, 

And leave no Heart unkearch'd to find Revenge. [Exit 
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SCENE IL A dark Tex. 
Theramnes in Cham. 

Ther. How ſweet a Quietude's in Fetters found? 
That ic ſeems almoſt Freedom to be bound. 
confin'd, my agil Thoughts may fly 
Through all the Regions of variety. 
Here in trice I can the World run o'er, 
finiſh whole Years Labours in an Hour. 
oh my Miſtreſs! my Timandra loſt! 
That is the only Bitterneſs | taſte. 
This outward Fetter but my Body chains, 


| But that the Freedom of my Soul detains. 
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auh this does my bulie Though: preven: 
Exter Tifſaphernes. 


II that old Fiend for a Tormentor ſent? 


Good Sir, upon what Meſſage are you come ? 
Am I then deftin'd to ſome harder Doom? 5 
Tif. No, I am come to give your Sorrows eaſe 
I know you hate, Sir, Mleibiades 
Nay, and 1 know you love Timandra too. 
Ther. Well, Sir, all this I know as well as you. 
Tif.. Come, if you dare be brave, be't on this Theam 
Dare you, Sir, raviſh ker, and murder him? | 


Ther. For what dark Ends do you this Queſtion bring 
& Dare! Death old Sir, 1 dare do any thing. | 


Tif. That word then all my former Doubts ſecures; 
Be only res lute, and Timandra's yours. 
My Stratagems fo ſubtly 1 will lay, 
That to your Arms your Miſtreſs I'll betray: 
Thus then, as the fit Step to our Deſign, 
Your Guards Vil with adulterared Wine 
Secure; fo they charm'd in a Let | 
PI from your Bonds and Priſon ſet you free. 


> $0 OE I ER 


* 
_ 
4 RW." F ** : 
* e WW 


PTC | 


4 hn ws 


„ 


|| To end your Rival, and compleat your Love. 


: You know, Sir, I'm but a raw Villain yer. 


Thar wanted Pawer to ſupport their Laws; 
A bug-hear Name, to ſtartle Fools: But we, 
That know the Weakneſs of the Fallacy, 
no better how to uſe what Nature gave. 
Tua Soul's no Soul, which to it felf's a Slave. 


Both of us thither in Diſguiſe will move, 


or when your fill of Bliſs you have enjoy'd, 
= fol Pleaſures with themſelves are cloy d: 
I thither will alarm our Enemy, 
Where by both Swords he ſhall be fure to die. | 
And the next Night (the Watch- given by me) 
You may ſcape through the to Liberty. | 
Ther. Revenge! my Love enjoy d, and Freedom too? 


: Then in the Name of Pluto be it 


What ſtupid Ignorance the World poſſeft, 
That . Fury plac'd ith' youthtul Breaſt! 
No, 'tis in Age alone great Spirits are young: 
The Soul's but infant when the Body's ſtrong. 
Theſe hoary Heads like griſly Comets are, 
Which always threaten Ruin, Deach, and War. 

Tif. Alas, ſuch tame Souls know but half a growth: 
I'll make my Age a ſtep to a new Youth: gh 
Such Murders and ſuch Cruelties maintain, 

Vil trom the Blood I ſhed grow young again. 

They. Let's in the Name of Horrour then go on; 
Methinks | long to have the bus neis done 
Something like Conſcience elſe may all defeat, 


Tif. Conſcience! a trick of State, tound gut by thoſe 


Who any thing for Conſcience ſake deny, = 
Do nothing elſe but give themſelves the Lie. | ( Eu. 

SCENE II. The cn. | 
Euter Patroclus and Draxilla. 


Fat. Why, Madam, do you fly a Lover's Pray's 
Is Cruelty the Privilege o * Fair? ITY 


3 
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You cannot, Sir, i*th* Camp be Beauty 's Slave, 
Honour's the only Miſtreſs of the Brave. 
But Honour in Arms, 
Beauty's ſweeter Charms. 
ts our Rage into a Kind Defire, | 
Love refines it in his Fire. 
ax. Lovers, whoſe flights ſo ſublime Pitches chaſe, 
Ott ſoar too high, and ſo their Quarry loſe. 
But you, Sir, know to moderate your height, 
Miſſing your Game, can easy flack the flight. 

Pat. Such faint Efſays may fit a common Flame, 
But my Detires have a far nobler Aim, | 
Religious Honour, and a Zeal that's true, 
s*'d by that Deity to which I fue. 
Drax. Thoſe who to Deities their Of rings pay, | 
Make their ddreſſes in an humbler way, 
Not in a Confidence of what they give, 
But modeſt Hopes of what they ſnall receive. 

Pat. I in my Off ings no Aſſurance have, 
| an Ambition to become your Slave. 

Drax. Yes, but when once admitted to that place 
You'll till be looking for ſome acts of Grace. 

Pat. Some little Favours Pity can't deny, 
You are too noble to uſe Cruelty. 
Dyas. See, Sir, the Queen! I beg you, Sir, forbear 
Enter Queen and Ardellas 
Did he then ſuffer no Surprize? no ſhew 
Of Alteration? let's the Progreſs knovv. | 
ln order, Madam, t'your Command, I went, 
And met him coming from the Royal Tent: 
Where, after th uſual Ceremonies paſt, 
er 1 would feaſt, I gave him firſt a Taſte; 
Told him how much his Courage you approv'd, 
That be in no mean Path of Glory mos d, 
Who in his Arms bad fo ſucceſsful been, 
Tengage a Monarch, and oblige a Queen; 
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 ALCIBTADES 29 
He briskly 22 Hine, and readily 
Began to me pretty things to me. 
By wdicd cnn d. 1 to th Bus neſa drew, 
Told him in ſine it only was his Due 
To be admir'd by all, and lov'd by you. 
And did not then his alter'd Looks betray 
Some Ecſtaſie? ſome Marks ot lively Joy? 
Ard. No, Madam, he knew better Policy. 
Talk'd oft your Honour, and his Loyalty; 
Fine ſmoothing Terms to cloak a Paſſion in. 
, But it your Majeſty — 
| Deen. What ? 

Ard. —— Had but ſeen 
How much his Carriage did his Words deceive, 

When with a gentle Sigh he took his Leave, 
As if he langwily'd till be Minute came. 

Queen. Dolt thou then thi:.k he entertai”s my Flame? 
Let's to my Tent, and wait his coming there. | 
Such Swarms of Love within my Breaft there are, 7 
- The Heat's too furious for my Soul to bear. 5 
What would I give but for a Taſte of Bliſe! 

Od, the choice Sweets of a ſtol'n Happineſs! [ Exeumnt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
'  Alcibiades folks. | 


* MT TNDER what fatal Plinet was I born! 
sue at my Birth the Heav'ns themſelves did 
Disjointed Nature did her Courſe forbear, [ mourn; 
* held within her Womb a — 1 
who but now did Fame and Conquelt bring, 
And added to rhe Glories of a King. 
Muſt ſee my Trophies all thro nn down. again, 
By the baſe Paſſions of a lufliul Qre:! 
Why was | not born to a common Fare ? 
Free from the glotious Troubles of the Great: 
Vol, I. 1 C 
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The higheſt Structures ſtill are ſhook with Storms. 
See too, ſhe's here ; what ſhall I do or fpeak? 
Fate has beſet me. ard Pve no Way to take. 

| Enter and Ardella. 

Quten. My Lord, you 3 appear; 
Surely there's nothing that can fright you here. 
Ale. Majeſty, Madam, is a thing Divine. 

If that diſturb you, Sir, I'll lay by mine. 
 Methinks I apprehend a greater Pride, | 
To view the Man whoſe Glories ſpread fo wide. 
Ale. Madam, you on em fet too high a Price. 

em. Perhaps I fee not, Sir, with common Eyes. 

They beſt of Honour judge that Honour have. 

I find a Secret in me fays y are brave; 
You need not, Sir, unfold it, you can gueſs. ? 


. 
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Ale. How craftily ſhe would her Luſt expreſs, 

And fer her Ills off with a winning Dreſs! 
What's to be done, which way ſhall I conclude? 
1 zuſe my King, or mult be rude. 

| Free. —— My Lord, let's fit a while: 

Won t you vouchſafe your Viſitant a Smile? 
Als. Smiles, Madam, were too inſolent a Joy. 


die! put theſe formal Compliments away. 
Kala, Ling that Song I head to Day. 


6 


ALCIBIADES, / 31 
| II. 
Their Loves were bleft, they had a Son, 
The little Cupid ; who has ſhewn 
More Conqueſt than his Sire e er won. 
He grew the mightieſt God above, 
By which we him a Rabel prove 
To Heav'n, that dares be ſo to Love. 
= III. 
bers Love and Enj each other ſupport ! 
Let the Cynical Fool call Pleaſure 4 Toy. 
Who ne'er Fame i th/ had. nor Love in the Court: 
O /o kindly the Combats each other ſucceed, | 
Where tis Triumph to Die, and a Pleaſure to Bleed. 


Alc. The Air is charming - a 4 
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No lively Symptoms of a growing Fire! | 
Pl urge him further — 
My Lord, your Hand; how bears your Pulſe? I fear 
Yare ill; cold Drops upon your Brows appear; 
PII wipe em off; come, Sir, your Fears remove, 
You need not bluſh to tell me that you love. 
Fl do it for you, nay, I more will do, 
Bluſh for my felf roo when I bluſh for you. 
Sure this will take; what does your Wonder meant 
Is Love fo ſtrange ? ——— 
Alc, =—— Oh name not that again! 
Cculd you ſuch Wrong to Royal Agis do? 
Think what's to Heay'n and to your Virtue due. | 
Queen. Muſt I be hated then? and, Sir, by you? ¶ Augrily, 
Piſn, why d' you talk of Heav'n and Virtue now? C Mu. 
| Ale Nor new-made Mothers to their Intants bear 
A firmer Paſſion, or a tend'rer Care. 
- Shew me yours, or your Honour's Enemy, 
See with what Vigour t' your Revenge I'll fly. 
For you with Life | — 
3 
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32 ALCI1BIADES. - 
The heavy Pleaſures of the Marriage-Bcd 
Duli Repetition "a will render dead. 

Taſte treſher Joys, and when they tedious grow, 
Then the old Pleaſures may ſeem gay and new. 
Alc. Could I expect to have ſuch Languige heard, 
Where Beauty and — yn appeai' d? 
ween Can you my little Beauty then approve, 
a ſo difficult a 4 to love? 
Alc. Love, Madam! only be as truly good, 
As you are fair, I ſhall not need be wood; 
Il love you as the Siſter of my Blood. 
A Sifter's Love's a lean inſipid Bliſs, 
So btcle, we can hardly name what tis. 
Where is the Tranſport. Ecſtaſie, Del ght? 
"is like thin Meat to a ſharp Appetire. 
Mle. I know are bea teous as the bluſhing Morn : 
Ycur Beams the Luſtre of a King adorn, | 
= Thar King whoſe Piety me happy made; 
Aud can | in return prophare his Bed? 

K Though, Madam, Ive liv'd free, and never ſer 

Limits to any thing we call Delight, 
F Yet raiſe not new Rebellions in my Blood: 
Beauty harh Darts too keen to be withſtood, 
ween. Yet all its Power has no Force o'er you, 
Tour cruel Heart's immoveable ; but know 


; 
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will to your Honour be but ill apply'd, — 
That for your Love a Queen neglected dy'd. | 
A'c. What is't your Maj- ſty would have me do? by 


Are you fo ignorant that you don't know ? 
Alc. Death! not to have ſome Senſe, were to unman 
My ſelf; but Ill be Cor qu'ror it I can. 
Should I be made a Captive to her Charms, 
Ter I am warm in my Timandra's Arms? 
One Stratagem Ill tor my Freedom try, 
Madam, no longer Ii! your Pow'r deny: [To the Queen. 
For if theſe Eyes had ne'cr Timandra known, 


Tou only might have c:l'd my Heart your own, 
But whilſt with her I er joy Love, and Life, | . 
And you remain che migh'y Agi Wife; 4 


Know 


— 
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There's nothing 4fficult to them that love, ¶ Exit Deen. 


To reap the long wiſhc Harveſt of your Love. 


Mechinks the Thought ey'n my old Blood alarms. 
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no this is all I can in Juſtice do, 
m ready on your leaſt Commands, to ſhew 
I live for her; but yer could die for you. | 


Dnem. Mult I then only border upon Blils ? 
Reſt on the Confines of my Happineſs ? 


As Souls that are excluded Heav'n for Sin, 


See all irs Glories, but can't enter in. 
Alc. No, Madam; free from the dull Clogs of Senſe, 
We'll reap Delights of nobler Excellence. 
Our enewin'd Souls each other ſhall en jay, 
Tread Virtue's Paths, and never loſe their Way. 
But if one in his Motion chance to err, 
Strait regulate it by the other's Sphere: 
— Fill at the laſt, | 
When the ſhort Z. diack of this Life we've pa?, 
With new-imp* Zeal beyond the Stars we'll fl}, 
There meet, and mingle to a Deity, | 
Queen, Then to all Hopes ot Happineſs adieu, 
Since my chief Bliſs I've loſt in loſing you. 
Oh the tyrannick Cruelty of Fate, 
That lets us know our Happineſs too late. 
Yet why ſhou'd I to Fears and Sorrows bend, 
It only oa their Fate my Hopes depend ? 
A Rival, and a King, I may remove: 


- 


Ale, She's gone. ERR 
Greatneſs, thou piu'ly Torment of our Souls, 
The wife Man's Fetter, and the Range ot Foals ! 
Who is't wou*'d court thee if he knew thy llls? 
He who the greateſt Hep of Honour piles, 
Does nothing elſe hut bu Id 2 dang*rous Shelf, 
Or erect Mountains to o':rwheim himſelf. [ Exit. 


SCENE II. @ Grove adjoining to the Camp. 
| Euter Tiſſaphernes and Theramaes diſguts d. 
Tif. Now, Sir, y'are free and profoeroufly move, 


One Minute and yare in Tinandra's \rms, 
Now fetter'd in the Power ot her Charms: [2 


C 3 Ther, 


34 ALC1BIAaDES. 
They. 1's Rage ſure works him to an Eeſlaſie: : 
Now che old Monſter hugs his Villany! 
Good Sir, diſpatch, I cannot brook Delay; : 

I weſte in Expectation ef my Joy. 

But hark did you not hear a murm' ring Talk? 
| 1 Perhaps tis the come in this Grove to walk: 

0 Stay, here they are; by Heav'n the ſame, tis She. 
| Retreat a while ; bleſt Opportuniry! [Theygo to the Door, | 

Enter Timandra with 4 Book in her Hand and Draxilla. | 


10 And Slaughter was the only Prize ſhe wan; 
Her Power a too cruel Rigour bore 


| To kill choſe ſhe had weunded ſo before. _ | 
| 14 | Ther. Then, Madam. be not guilty of ber fl: 
1 + 


And Bondage fo fecure, 
Tim. Then, Sir, in your intended Flight make haſte, 
Left by fome fatal Chance y are once more loſt. 


 [Proxilla runs out, crying Help, and Tiſſaphernes her, . 
Ther, I cannot fee my Rival bleſt alone; Gu ; 
Muſt he reap all the Sweets, and I have none? 
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g " Tim: This Outrage on my Knees I beg, forbear: 
? gee, Sir, it is Timandra ſheds a Tear; LTI. revue. 
1 Her whom you vow'd you lov'd with noble Flame: 
Oh don't by ſavage Luſt prophane that Name ! 
If tis the Envy of your Rival's Joy, 
Remove, remove th' Offence — gy 8 | 
4 Save but my Honour, and my Li 4 
S i Ther. Such Tenderneſs — cool another's Blood; 
5 But | am too unhappy to be good. | 
Let Virtue to dull Anchorites ir, 
Who ne'er had Soul enough to know Deſpair. 
Fll baniſh the Encroacher trom my Breaſt, 
; And ſhake him off e er he take too faſt. 
„ 1 Come let's retire within this ron I 
Im impatient, and my Blood boils high. 
Tim. | will not go, I'll die a Martyr here. | _— 
Ther. Then I muſt drag you. _ | * 


Oh! ob!— 

Alc. cus {hd I not hear A tender Cry? 
Oh Heav'ns! turn, baſe Hell-hound, turn, and die. 
Ther. That Sir, will thus be better underſtood. [ Drews. 
Ti. Y've undertook, Sir, more than you'll make good, 

[ Draws. [They both make at him. 


| Enter Patroclus. 
Pat. How's this? aſſiulted! and by fuck baſe Odds? 
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WV Of tortur'd Souls that in dark Horrour dwell, 
Thus fly, and to thy fellow Devils tell, 
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And now like ſome fad Tray ler. taking View 
Ot the long Journey that I have to go, 
Whilſt J — — to Heav'ns ſweet Manſions bend, 
Witheut your Mercy no Admitrance find. 

Oh but one Word of Pardon e er I die; 
Secure of that, my Soul dares boldly fly. | 
Abſolv's by you, it muſt have Welcome there, 
As Incenſe that is offer d up with Pray r. 
Tim. My Pardon and my Prayers too receive; 
More than your Guilt could ask me | could give: 
Be happy as your Penitence is true; 
And may kind Heav'n torgive you, 2s I do. (Weef te 
They. Ah! can your Piety vouchſafe a Tear 
Ot Pity on an impious Raviſher ! 5 
My Soul will leave me in an Eceſtaſie: 
And I ſhall want the Senſe to know I die. 
Thus, pure Divinity, at your Feet | bow; | 
Here tis my Soul vould make her lateſt Stay: 
Nor can ſhe 
Begir nir g hence her Journey, miſs the Way. 
But I'd lorgot; beware of | 
Alc. —— Who can fear 
Thar is ſecur d by Charms fo pow'rſul here? 
Withia heſe Spheres my Guard an Angels move; 
Theſe are my Seats of Satety, as of Love. 
Tim. They weakly others guard, that can't defend 
Themſelves ; | tear more Miſchief may depend 
Euter Patroclus. 
Ale. So when 2 22 blown o'er, 
And a calm Breeze has ſmooth'd the rugg 
The joyful Mariners can fear no more _ _— 
But thus embrace, and lull their Cares aſleep. [ En braces him. 
Welcome my Lite's Protector. and only Friend. | 
Hab! what does that fad Look, and Sigh intend? 
Are you, Sir, wcunded ? | 
Pas. Yes, too drep, | fear. 
Alc. Forbid it Heavn! where is't? 
Pat. — Oh here, Sir, here ; 
My Soul is piere d, I'm tortur'd ey'ry where: 


[Dies 


Your 
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| Behold me as a Wretch forlorn, and poor. 


Ah. kind Patroclus, this fad Silence break. 
Paint out black Horrour in its deepeſt Dread, 


Whilſt | unſpotted that and Friendſhip bear, 


 ALCITIBIADES. 
Your Friend! ah let that Title be no more; 


Imagine ev'ry Form of Miſery ; 

& when — ſumm d up all, then look on me. 
A'c. Now ſome bleſt Angel to my Soul reveal 

This Doubt; can he be wrong d, and | not feel? 


Paz. Oh. Sir, you muſt not hear, nor muſt I ſpeak. 


And Troops of Murders hov'ring o'er your Head; 
And when that hideous Maſque of Hell you fer, 
Think, if you can, that they came all from me. 

Ale Contulion ! how my Thoughts begin to ſtart 
A new unwonted Heat has feiz'd my Heart. 
Something unruly, that would fain get Place; F 
But I'll ſubdu't, —Be tree kind Friend, alas! 4 
Force me not wrong our Friendſhip and your Worth. | 

Pat. That Charm's reſiſtleſs, and I feel twill forth. 0 
But oh it muſt not; Duty does forbid : | | 
Yet what's my Duty it my Honour bleed; 

Know then, —now that this ſtubborn Heart would break 

My cruel Father—— oh I dare not ſpeak. | 
Alc. Hah! 
Pat. Led by ſome blind miſtaken Jealouſie, 

Heaps Treafons upon you, and Shame on me. 

It was by him Theramnes made Eſcape, 

And 'twas he back'd him in his impious Rape. 

But oh no more! Shame does my Words ſuppreſs: 

Yer think what be will do that durft do this. 

I'll go and try if | his Rage cin ſtay; | 

I may divert the Stream another way. Exit Patro. 
Alc. Kind Youth, I cannot fear thy Father's Hate : 

He ſells hrs Honour at to chew a rate. 

What have I done that could be call'd 4 Wrong ? 

No, I've a Guard of .inocence too rng; 


No Dunger is fo great that I ted ear. 
Tim Yet be nor, Str, regardl-fs of my Fears ; 
Some Picy have of theſe {ad Siths and Tears, 1 
Cs Whither 


Wentz. 
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De free, and let me the bold Traytor know, 
To ſtem the Torrent I my felf will go: 
In State I'll meer the fond capricious Wretch, 
fc Sir, force me not to declare; 
The Name would wound ycur facred Breaſt to hear. 
I in revealing, Honour ſhould offend : 


King. How, Sir, your Friend! and Traytor to my Crown: 
Reveal him, or his Treaſons are your own. 2 
1 Ti. Alas, but muſt 11 — tis fo foul a Deed, 

. 


* LCIBIADES. 


King. Defend me! what do I bear 
Sir, you have rais d a Tumult in my Bret, "4 
Which will not be fo ſuddenly appeas'd: | I 
By Heav*ns, fee all that you inform be true, : | 
are due > | 

RI 

| 


Or may all Tor ments which to the Damu'd 
Light on me. if luſlicted not on you. 

The brave Athenian talſe! it cannot be: 

His Soul ne er dreamt of ſuch Impiety. | 

/ Sir, y*are unkind it you ſuſpect me falſe, 
I never yet abus'd your Ears with Tales; 

Had I ſuch Myſlick Policy purſu'd, 
Perhaps I'd now been kindlier underſtood. | 
King. Alas, dear Friend, miſconſtrue not my Teal, 
Weign not my Paſſions in nice Reaſon's Scale. | 
Who would believe a King ſhould bliacly place : 
His Love fo firmly, for Returns fo baſe ? 
Wrack me no more, but the dark Scruple clear 
My Soul's in a Convullion till I hear. 

7, Yes, Sir, tis he. and thus his Plots were laid. 
Th' Account I from the dying Captive had; 

Whom he with Liberty had brib'd, ro joyn 
With him in this his treacherous De ſign: 
This Night wi'th*Enemy your Camp t'invade, 
On Promiſe it ſhould be by him betray d. 
Which when the gallant Captive did diſdain, 
He was to Combat dar d. and by him fiir. 
If you inſiſt on farther Evidence, 
Therannes's murd-r\4 Guards enough convince : 
Hence you may tarther Confirmation have. 

King. Be bold; ſpeak what thou knoweſt —— 

4 Vid. — When to relieve 
The Captive's Guards, | by Command was ſent, 

I found em murder'd at the Door o':h* Tent. 
In one of em ſome Life did yet remain, 
Who told me they were by our General {1:in, 
*Cauſe they Theramnes Freedom had ceny'd. 
More he had ſaid bur at theſe Words he dy'd. 

King. It was encugh. Treaton, how dark art thou? 
In Shapes more various than e er Proteus knew, | 
By Heav'n I'll make him baſe deſpis d and poor, 1 
More wretched than e er Monſter was before. Na- \ | 


Are Ap. 4 


To make his Infamy the more compleat, 
Some common Slave ſhall on him Juſtice do, 
And ſend his Soul among the damn'd below. 


+. 


Guards wait on him —— [To Tiſſiphernes, 


Go cer my Love return, and I repent, 
And fieze upon the Trairor in his Tent. 
A ſpeedy Vengeance beſt beſits this Wrong, 


Twere too much Mercy to delay it long, 


Entey Alcibiades and Timandra, 
Alc. This way's the King? 
Tiſ. He's here leapt into the Net. 
Thus, Sir, the King ſalutes you. [Guards freze Ale. 
Ate. Slaves, retreat. | 
Tim. Alas, my Lord! 
Ti. Sir, tis the Command, 
The leaſt of em I never durſt withſtand. 
Alc. But. Sir, what Meaning can this Uſage bear? 
Ti. The King, Sir, quickly all your Doubts will clear. 
King. Away with him, thou Poiſon to my Eyes. 
Alc. The baſeſt Wretch not unconvicted dies. 
Sir, let me know what tis that I have done, 
Unworthy of my Honour or your Crown. 
If in your Cauſe who'd ſpend his deareſt Blood, 
And is, to be your meaneſt Vaſſal, proud, 
No preater Welfare than in ycurs does know, 
If he be an Offender, | am fo. 
King. How cunningly he would ſeem innocent, 
And gild with Flatrery his foul Intent! 


Thus Traitors in their Fall are like the Sun, 


Who till looks faireſt at his going down, 
'Sdeath, Sir, do you believe me Child, or Fool, 
Whom ev'ry fawning Word or Toy can rule? 
By Heav'n I'll let you fre. Sir, your Miſtake; 
Hence with the Traitor quickly to the Rack. 
Ale. Sir, hear me fſprak—— 
Kmg. What 1s't that you can fay, | 
Who would my Crows and your own Truſt betray? 
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you'd worthieſt Juſtice ſhew, 
the noblex of the rwo. 
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to forgive 


Deidamin pleads I can 


When 


| 2 this time recall'd 
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t deny: 
he ſhall not die; 
be ſent 


> Joys) let li 


robb'd of all bis 


perpetual 


( 
a 


But 
Wis Tr 


To 


— 
* 


[ 


eaſures rifl'd, and his Wife a Slave. 
Als, Here on my Kaces 
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be a Virtue here. 
Than an Example would confound 


Obedience cannat 
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Heav'n 
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| Kill we, thou yet ſhalt of thy Ends deſpair, 


her ev'ry where, 


y 
Na 
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toHeav'n till ſhe came there, 


Id not fly 


— 


But the impe: fe 
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ALETBIADES. 


King. _ —_ away, 
He is a Traitor that but feems to 
[Alcibiades ſnarches a Sword one of the Guards, 


Alc. Now I am arm d, Death to that Wretch that ſtirs. 


King. Sir, do you think 10 look us into Fears? 


= Puſh home, ye Dogs 
—  Sordid Slaves. 
Thus ev'ry Aſs the helpleſs Lion bravee. 


Adieu, divineſt of thy Sex, adieu! 


I never thought that I could part till now. 
Now I deſerve the wort Fate has in Store, 


: That in ſo brave a Cauſe ſhould do no more. 


[The Guards offer to lead him ＋ 

Yet flay. one Look. Thus dees the Needle ſteer 
To his lcvd North, and fain would come more near: 
When in the eager proſpect of his Joy, 
He is by ſome rude Artiſt ſnatch'd away. 
— and if your Memory 

Tim. 
Ter trouble you with furk a thing as I, 
Let not a Sigh come from you, but believe 
Id rather be forgot, than you ſhould grieve. 

Alc. Such Worth ſhall in each Temple havea Shrine; 
What, to regain her, would I not reſign ? 
But ſhe's too Heav 'nly ro be longer mine. 


[ Exexnt ſeveral ways Guarded, and looking back at each other. 
King. She's gone, but oh what mighty Charms there lye 


Couch d in the narrow Circle of an Eye 
Had ſhe but ſtay d another Minute here, 
I bad worn Chains, and been her Priſoner: 


For if fo bright when to a Dungeon gone, - 
How would ſhe ſhine triumphant on a Throne? [ Exit. 
Qucen. $0, row or never muſt my Love ſucceed ; 5 
Vamly, weak King, haſt thou his Doom decreed. 
In this be giuni "g ot his Fall th'aſt ſhown 
Figure of thy own. 
Few Hours remain tcwixt thee and Deſtiny, 


Til when grow dull in thy Security. 


And ſtill I fear my Heart is not my own; 6 


Tanmedre's 


Diſarm him Guards, rw —— Ln and diſarm him. 


A ee 
a — — 


Ares. 9 


Timandra's and thy Death is one Def, - 
Then it a Crown can tempt him, be is mine. [ Exite 


ACT v. SCENEL 


Tiſf phernes ſolas. 
IMO like Lion een my Prey I'll feaſt; 
. N Re: ene? thou ſolace to a troubled Breaſt. 
Could but Therxammes n Elizun know, 
How would his Ghoſt r- juice at what I do! | 
| [ Theramnes's Ghoſt 14/bs. 


Ghoſt, O' ne — 
Tiſ. Dexrh. what is that I heir ard fee? 1 OM 
Beg ne, dull Ghoſt; if thou ar! demi, what's that to me 
Ghoſt. From derp: t Horror of eterval Night, 
Where Souls in ever! ſting Torments grozn, 


Where howling Fie de lye chain'd, and where's no Light, 


But thickeſt Darkneſs covers ev'ry one. 

I come to warn thee, Mortal. ot thy Sin; 
Short time is here let for thee to re ain: 
Twere fit that thy R- pentance foon begin, 
For think what 'tis to live in endleſs Pain, | 
Farewe'— | ( Deſcends, 
Piſh; Hell it ſelt trembles at what 1 do; 

And its Submiſſion better to expreſs, 

Sends this Embaſſador to make its Peace. 

Let idle Fears the Superſtiricus awe; 

With me my Reſolution is a Law. 

Repentarce now una be too la e begun 

| can't expiate what | have done. 

And if belo for S uls ſuch Torments are, 
Methinks there's yer ſome Brav'ry in Deſpair. 
The eaſie King looks little in his State, 

His Crown is for bis Head too great a Weight: 
But I will eaſe him, and adorn this Brow. 

Thus c my Aims vo Limits l'll allow. 

f Revenye, Ambition, all that's ill, ſhall be 

My Bus'ueſs; fo Ell baffle Deſtiny. - 


To hazard Life and Honour for your fake; 


| And when his Deaths perform d, the next is thine. 


: Wen 
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will bluſb at; his Vows paſt 


Nay, with my Honour too my Life muſt bleed; 

He, with the Gen'ral's has my Fall decreed, 

To take the Fair Timandre to his Bed. 

Let's go ſurprize bim now he's full of Wine, 

Revenge me on his Life, his Crown is thine. 
Tif. Madam, 7+ +, wu 

Cry oud; nor do I tamely my Ill. | 

But you muſt ſwear to me you will be true. 
Queen. By all that's holy il be fo to you. 
T. Vil do't; bur, Madam, know, 1 


Should you betray me: 
Queen. Nay now you are unkinder than before, 

To my fuſt Tu add a Million more. 

 Tif. And you will till be mindful of the Crown? 


Qucen. Had he ten thouſand, they were all your own. 


Ti/. This then's his Fate; pity a Crime were here: 
He ſhan't have time enough to make a Prayer. 


[ Draws # Dagger 


Leen. Be bold; and proſper in thy brave Deſign ; 


Tif. This Trap was dang'rouſly and udtly lny', 

But I am not fo eaſily betray d. 2 

Her love to Alcibiades I know; 

Her Woman for me did that Kindneſs do. 

And ſince ſhe is ſo good at the Deſign, 

PI! to oblige her give her one of mine. 

My zealous urging of her Oath was done, 

Nor to prevent her Plots. but hide my own. 

Pil cheriſh her in all that ſhe pretends, 

So make her Aims but Covers to my Ends. 

ſeated on the Spartan 
Treaſons Vil diſo wn: 
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the Crowngand Scepter. 
Enter King and Lords. 


A while be private. [now 
Lords — Royal Sir, we go ter Lords, 
King. Boy take thy Lute, and with a pleaſing Air. 


+26 $ O0 N . 
Princes that rule and Empire ſway, 
How tran|itory 15 heir State! 
Sorrows the Glo: te d ailay, 
And richeſt Crowns have greateſt _ 
I 
The mighty Monarch I an fears, 
 Amonow Thong his i thin bim rave; 
0 His Lie all Diſconten: and Cares 
be at beſt is brit a Slave. * 
NI. 
 Painly we think with f 14 delight 
To eaſe the buruer: of our Cares; 
Each Grief a ſecond does in ite WE 
And Sorrows are each other's Heirs, | 


| IV. 
For me, my Honour I'll maintain, 
Be Galiant, Generous, and Brave; 
And when 1 Quietude would gain, 
Ai leaf Ifind it in the Grave. The King fallsafleep. 


Enter Queen and Tiſſaphernes with a Dagger. | 

neen. He ſleeps; now let the fatal Deed be done. 

Hab! . are theſe, the Scepter and the Crown! 

So did the droufie Dragon ſlæep. when he 

I oft the rich Fruits of the Heſperian Tree. 

Virſt we'll ſecure his Crown, and then he dies. 

| [Takes up the Crown. 
Thus I'm Ciſcharg'd of al my Promiles, Take 


ra 
King. My Lords, no more, we've drank too deep! I's 


my Sorrows and delude my Care. [Sits down. 
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ALC1BIADES:. 9 . 
b this, and if 1 claim Promiſe too, £ 

ow _ "_— [Puts it n his Head, 

Vue King, and Juſtice is your Duty now. 

Come, by dis f 

This your firit ſtep to Glory folemnize, 

ru make you King, make him my Sacrifice. a 
Tif. Vil do't, but ſtay [ Advances towards the King. 
Queen Nay, quick'y to him go; | 

Sir, he expects no Ceremony nov. 1 
Tf. Thus then | —hab! how alter d am I grown! 

1 ſtand amaz'd, and dare not venture on. 

There is in Majeſty a ſecret Charm, 

That puts a Fetter on a Traitor's Arm: 

J cannot do toon | « 
Queen. Then look on her that dares, 

How deſpicable is the Man that fears! 

Give me the tatal Inſtrument of Death; 1 

My ſelf will in his Heart this Dagger ſheath; 

Then bluſh to think, if e er the World ſhould know, 

That a frail Woman durſt do mort than you. 

Courage he ſmiles. — [ Advances towards the King. 

Some pleating Dreams his Fancy entertain; 

Oh it were Pity he ſhould wake again. 

Thus, King, thy Lite and Empire I command : 

Accept this irom thy Deidamia s Hand. [Stabs him. 
King Hab, Murder'd! Deidamia, and by you! 

What 18't that faithleſs Woman will not do! 

Henceforth all Loyalty and Love farewel. 

When Atter- Ages ſhall this Story tell, 

*Twill be a Truth too fad to be receiv'd; 

Nor ſhall the World be by it ſelf believ'd. 

Did I tor this ev'n Crown and Empire quit, 

To lay all my Ambition at your Feet; 

When at the Altar ftrifteſt Vows | paid? 

Nar were they with leſs Zeal pertorm'd than made. 

I lov'd you tar above that Lite y aue ſpilt, 

Till ev'a my Paſſion was bec me my Guilt, 

I for your fake depriv'd Heav'n of its due, 

Took Adoration thence to pay it you. 

And muſt this be th Reward tor all I've done? 

Yer I ſhall have this Comfort when I'm gone, 
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D fa dying Man. 

of a dyi 

Be bloody, falſe, revengeful, Jluſttul, all 

That can be found recorded on Hell's Roll 

Embrace; where-c'er you riſing Virtue ſee, 

denne. 

Make that your Theam, lewe nothing ill undone, 

So copy Ti when he's gone; 

Who leaves his Counſel as a Legacy: 

"Tis my Religion, and Pll in ic dye. [Exit Tif. guarded, 
Hence with the Wrerch | 

Mean whule to my dead Lord Vil Sorrows pay, 

ä | 

dnp; er "gy who comes there? 


2 LY that thing caſt back 
nee. Ar on ca an Eye; 
— once a King. but thank theſe Hands Bye none : 
Nay ſtart not Ti 
His Treaſures all arc thine as a Reward. 
Ard. You are too kino. 
See ſtraight a Draught prepar d, 
K. Murderers; Timandra next muſt tall; 
You know our Will, let it be done, 
ard. 


SCENE A darken'd Tent. 
Timandra aſleep upon 4 Conch 9» 
Mer. Come my Salla, come away, 

Thy. Merl calls. 
Sal. within ] Whither? 

ed hr man fv arc me 
we 
Sal. I come. * n * 
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arenen, 
n diſperſe che black Clouds that are here. 
| a Both. — about this Place we range, 


And its gloomy Darkneſs change, 
| To a bright delightful Grove, 
' A proper Scene for happy Love. 
The SC E N E changes to Elixium. 
| Mer. Next, to divert this Fair One, all 
Our wing d Companians we'll call. 
And the Air for Muſick charm, 
I hilſt they their Meaſures here perform, 
| Both. Come all you bright Forms that mbabu the Air, 
1 Aud eaſe with your Pleaſures the Cares of the Fair; 
Here frolick and ip. Oh no longer delay! 
But let each clap h:s Iiings, and away. 


Several Spirits of the Air deſcend, and Dance, 
> Salla. Now let us diſcover tie Manſions of Refs, 
. Where Lovers with Eternal Foys are bleſt. 


rits of the Happy are ſeated, 
| See Fair One, ſee, not long ver you 
qE To thoſe Glorious Seats ſhall go. 
4 Another Spi. The luſtful Queen thirſts for your Blood, 
And you are for the World too good. 
Mer. Nor ſhall you come alone your Lover too 
Muſt meet @ Fate the ſame with you. 
Salla. But here your Troubies all ſhall ceaſe, 
„ *Tis the Seat of endleſs Bliſs. 
4 Cho, Here in endleſs Pleaſures they 
Keep Eternal Holyday. 
Here they Revel Sport. and are 
Crown'd with Joys ſtill new and rare; 
Their Pleaſures tos can never dye, 
But like themſelves have Immortality. 


| [A glorious Temple appears in the Air, where the Spi- | 


þ Mer. See the kind Spirits ſmile, and now 
: They'll bieſs her with a neai er View. 
* T[The whole Body of the Temple moves downward: 


Cho. 


E y Are — "no" 
Ce. 5 ge deſcend! me k 
„ CT ; a 1 

h your kind Influence leni 1 


J this 
Whiiſt all the St heres with Harmony reſound. 


Mer. She wakes; let the Apparition go; * b 
e upon my Wings bs | 
ill is drawing near; 


= Salle, come away; oh come away, my Dear. 


They alvar.iſh and the Scene changes agam to the Tent. 
Jim. I've la! a Dream mught muke a — bleſt; 
Oh th' ſweet Delights of everlaſting Rell! 
{ Queen appears at the Eutranre. 
Now's this! the Queen? we bac can her Coming mean? 
Deen. drdella, with the Ruffi ins here remain; 
Tit w, and with fofe Words her Temper try; 
3 It without bim ſhe'il live, ſhe hail ror dye. 
F Madam! [To Timandre 
4 Tim. —— Your Pleaſure! 
Qacen. Oft Pye heard y are brave; 
Bur the beſt Proof of Gallantry you gave, 
When of your noble Lord yuu were bercir, ; 
Ard ſuch a Bliſs with fo rare Patience leut. 1 
Tim. Madam, cur Flames a nobler P. ion rules | 
Then Fondneſe, th' idle Guilt of wav'ring Pools; 
Our Loves knew a far higher Excellence, | 
Than the halt Pleaſures of a Minute's Sei le. 1 
Queen Then you may love, ſince you can with him part. l 
He has made a Conquett o'er my tender Heart. 
Love governs here; and ſince my Husband's dead, 
Fate and my choi cell Wiſhes — decreed, 
lie ſhould both in his Love and Throne ſucceed. 


Jim. Do yer believe Empires or Crowns can make . 
Him his Ji and his Faith forſake? 
Or think you | an Atome will reſign I 
Ol that Heart which by holy Vows is mine? Te 
No. I wil! kcep him, maugre Cruelty, 

wer. But, Madam, do you know what vis to dye? 


Tim. Yes, tis to lay theft: Clogs our Bodies b., WW 
And be remoy'd to bleſt Eternity. Ex 


By | 
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By Death Relief from all our Griefs we gain; 

And by one put an End to Years of Pain; 

; that we in one Minute find out more, 

Than all the buſi: Gown-men ſtudy tor; 

* Whoaftcr in dull Sexrch thiave Ages ſpent, "of 

Learn nothing but to know et,, are 1gnorai t. 

PDrath is a Bleiling, and a Thing % tar 

Above that worlt of all our Frailties, Fear, 

Ir claims our Joy; ſince by it we put on 

The Top of Hippinefs. Per tection. | 

Quit him! ro never whilſt 1 here have Breath; 

He's mine in ſpight ot Cruclty or Death, 

Deen. Then enter ye grim Mizitters of Fate. 
Enter Murderers with Poiſon. 

Does not your ſtubborn Courage now bue? 

Tim. No, my Ref)ves more fix: zn firm are grown? 
ring d read ſul Racks and Tortures yet unknown, 

Provide one tor cach Scuſe, and then do thou | 

Tempt me my Love and lnt'reſt to torgn, 

'M dit all my Pains Vil ſmile and tell thee No. \ 
| uten. Bur Uli ioo, fron your Ii ſolence ſhall ceaſe. 
Come, ſince ſuch Ref ution you expreſs, | 
Take this; demur nat; do't— | Gives her a Bowl of Poiſonte 
_ Tim. Aud is this all? — 

I thought to have had a more Heroick Fal, 

Expected to have nobleſt Tortures mer, 

Not by dull Poiſon to have found my Fate; 

Bur any way I can thy Pow'r defies; 

'Tis tor my Alcibiades I die. L [Offers to urink. 
Veen. Yet yield, and live ——— : 
Tim. —— Live! what hwe I to do 

Wich Life, when giv'n by one fo baſe as you? | 

Thus J deipiſe i; C Drinks. 
Deen. What dilmal Tortures ſtrait will on ber le 22! 

So! was a Health to Alcibiades. | | 

[ 4frer T:mandr2 hrs drant the Poiſons 
Tim. Now b'ufh at what thy impicus Rage Has — 


My Alcibiades is fill my own : 
Aud if thou him embrace when I am Zone, 


; 
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Each Night thy Bed il haunt, and challenge there 
Tuoſe 11. of wh'ch thou haſt bereft me here. 
Anxious ſhall be each Day difturb'd each Night, 
A reſtleſs Shade L ll fill be in thy Sipht ; 5 
And thee i th' height of all thy Pleaſures fright. 
Heav'n, what do I fee! 
Aren. Oh, does the Draught ſucceed! 
Ard. Madam, great Alcrbiades is freed, 
—— Straight, with ſtricteſt Care 
Condey her in, and wait my Pleaſure there, 
[The Aurderers lead in Timan. 
Sweet Murder! oh no Phyſick is ſo good 
For th'/bopelc {s Lover 2s a Bith of Bld. 
Bur here he comes — 
Enter Alcibiade: 
— Now to my Griefs again. [eilt 
Ale. It makes me wonder how 1 Freedom gain; | 
All things contus d. and in Diſorder are. 
How's this, in Mourning Weeds? unveil, my Fair, 


Hah, not Timandya! —— een unveils. 
— — No, Sir, though tis one 5 
That loves as nobly as Timandra can, | ö 


Or could, did ſhe yet live; but ſhe is dead. 
A'c. How, dead —= 
Ducen Yes; Tiſaphernes that black Deed did do. 
Prompte by his ignoble Hate to you. 
But you will wonder more when | ſhall tel}, 
That by his Hand the mighty Agis fell. 
The King is ſlain, both I and Sparta now 
Have no hopes leit, but what remain in you. 
Alc. In me! alas! I am a Wretch too poor. 
 Timandra dead! curſt ever be the Hour | 
Wherein ſo fair an Innocence was loſt, 
, Heav'a juſtly now may of its Glories boaſt; 
For the moſt bright and precious Saint that e'er 
The World enjoy d, is fled, ard ſeated there. 
Lem. Why do you let your Griefs diſtract your Soul? 
Call up your Reaſon, and lt Paſſion cool, l 


— 
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Draw back: 


ALC1BIADES., 
ges here 2 Queen, that courts you with the Charms 
Of Love, 2 Crown, and Empire, to her Arms: 
No longer for TIimandra Sorrow wear; 
1 will ſupply all you have loſt in her: * 
Ill love you as ſhe did. by 
Alc. —— Oh. Midam, no; Dos 
To love like her's a Task too bard for you: 
Love me as ſhe did? why, each Thought the had 
Of me, was ſuch, might make an Angel glad: 
For Crowne, though Emp'ror of the World 1 were, 
d turn a Beggar to recover her. 
Oh, Madam, tempt no further; all's but vain; 
I neer can have 2 Thoughr of Love ag in. 
Queen N ver! omen 
Ale. No, never 
een. Can you then fo ſoon 
Forget your Promiſe? or will you diſown 
That cer, if you Timandra ſhould ſurvive, 
You yvow'd you only for my fake would live 7 
You ſee how Heav'n has decreed — 
A4. — Alas! 
I then the Bleſſing knew, but not the Loſs; 
Beſides, I now mult die | 


Queen. How, Sir, This thus my proffer'd Love you prize? 


Ac. I do not hate you; may not that ſuffice? 
Queen. Ungrateful, no! but Il] reward thy Pride. 


[ The Scene drawn diſcovers Timandra on 4 Couch, in 
the midſt of her Pains. 
—— Go Dotard in, enjoy thy Bride, 


And know, by me thy lov'd Timandra dy'd: 


Yes, cruel Man, by me 

Tim. -— No, Queen, the lives, 
And (ti I to all thy Rage Defiance gives. 
Do I beho!d my deareft Lord fonigh! [ Spies Alcibiades. 
Shall I again fee him before I die! 
Ac. Beſt Hopes and Comtort of my Life, Lm here, 


How fares my Lose 


Tim. Ob, come not, come not near; 


D 3 My 


Are Ars. 1 
My Blood's 2] Fire, Infection's in each Vein ö 1 


And Tyrant Death in ev'ry Part does reign; 
Bur I for you could ſuffer much more Pain. 2 
A. Kind Heav'n! let all her Pangs upon me fall: 
ten thouſand more, T1! berr em all. 
Do but restore her back. Oh curſed Queen ! 
WhaeDevil arm'd thee to fo damn'd a Sin? 
Couult thou be guilty of fo foul a Deed? 
Yes, 1 did du*t; by me the King too bled, 
Unworthy Wretch! and all tor love of you; 
But had I pow'r | now would kill thee too. 

Alc. Oh do'tz I'll blot out all th'aſt done before, 
And never call thee baſe, nor cruel more. 
Here is my Br-alt, ſoon the kind Work begin, 
Advance thy Poniard, ſend it boldly in. 

Saucer, No, thou ſhait live for harder Deſtiny, 
Bur firit ſhalt fee thy dear Timandra die. DE a * 
Alc. Oh Miſery beyond the damn'd beneath! ; 

Muſt I not happy be in Lite nor Death? 
Tim. Alas! c:ale your unneceſſary Vl an; 
I nad my Torments quickiy wii! be gone. 
Though I could wiſh they might to Years renevy, 
Sol might ſtill be bleſt with tecing you, 
Now the black Storms of Fate are all blown or, a 
And we ſhall meet, and neter be parted more. : 
Bur oh farewel- ions [ Dios, 
Ae. My dear Timandra ſtay ! | 
Ah precious S. ul, fly not fo ſcon away |! 
But one Look more; will Death have no Remorſe ? 
See, tis thy Alcibiades implores. 
But oh ſhe's gone! ſeize there thit Murdereſs. 
Queen No: 
Seize me! tis more than all your Camp can do: 
Who c er comes, here's my Guard; alas mean Fool. 


i 


[ Preſents her Dagger. 

My Fare's a thirg "00 great for thee ro ruic; — 

There lyes your Conſtaucy. [Pointing to Timandra. 
[Alcibiades flies to the Dueen, and ſualches the Dagger 
from ber. 1 
422. 
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$ - Tnfernal Hag! . - 
Ss os ev'ry 3 infecte, each Look's a Pligue! 

| Could not thy Fury on my Boſom reſt, 

Put thou mult wreak thy Vengeance on this Breaſt? || 

To murder her! — cure on me that I ſand 

Thus idle; now thy Heart: 
Preſents he Dagger to her Breaff | 


_— 
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—Rut oh *rwonld brand 
My Trophies with eternal Infamy, 
If by my {land fo baſe a thing ſhould die: 
Her Ils {© many. and ſo adious are, 
They would diſgrace an Execurioner, | 
Yet ld do {-meckings oh I have*t, Vil ter [Ravingly. 
Her piece meal. ut Iimandra's gone too tar: 
Vonder ſhe mounts! triumphant Spirit ſtay; 
See where the Angels bear her Soul away! 
Nov all the Gods will grow in love with her: 
And I ſtall meet frefh Troops of Rivals there. 
But thus L' hifte and flow Stabe himſelfs 
evil, chert _ Throws the Dagger to the Queen. 
Die, if thou haſt Courage enough to dare. T 
But o | a 
A heavy Faintnels does each Senſe ſurpriz:: 
| Yet Cer I cloſe up thelz unhappy Eyes, 
» _ - Here their laſt direous Sorrows they ſhall pay, 
And at this Object melt in Tears away, 
Bleſt Center of my Hopes! in whom 1 plac'd 
Too choice, oo pure a Happineſs to laſt. 
I any Lols leſs than thy Death had priev'd; 
How well could I have dy'd, ſo thou hadſt liv'd! 
D2mn'd Fiend) —— [To the Juen ; 
But oh why do I rave at her, | 
That have ſo little time to tarry here? | -1 
One parting Kiſs, and then in Peace Vil die: | 
| K:jjes Timandra. 
Now, farewell World; welcome n 
1 ns Patroclus, Lords and Guards. 
Tat. Horrour of horcours! this was a diſmal Chance; 
Alas, my Friend! 
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4. Thy uſeleſs Grief re ſcain; 
Farewell; we ſhall hereafter meet again. [ Dies, 

Par. Guards, ſeize the Queer. | 
Seize me, rude Slaves! forbear. 
Pas You ſhall in ſhort your Accuſation hear. 

To kill the King my Father firſt you made 

Your Property; then baſely him betray'd. 

Your Woman all confeſt, and by the Guard 

Is now ſccu. d to a more juſt Rewa:d. | 

And (though too late) this black Deſign 1 knew: 

Yer all your Stratagems are uſeleſs now. 

Hence with the Murd'reſs to Juſtice. 
| Hah! 

Thank you that I will die by formal Law? 

No, when I'm dead be thus my Fame ſupply'd; 

She liv'd a Murd'reſs, and a Murd'reſs dy d: 


Bo - 2 would but my Happineſs retard: 
us I ceſcend below to a Reward. 
I ſhall be Queen of Fate: The Furies there 
Fur me 2 glorious Crown of Snakes prepare. 
I long to be in State; my Lords farewell: | 
Now noble Charon! hoiſe up S. il for Hell. Dies, 
Lord. Her Soul is fl:C | 
Pat — Wich ber for ever die 
Her Treaſons, and her odious Memory. 
But whither is the fair Draxilla gone? 
Lord. Diſtracted at the Miſchiefs that are done, 
She's fled; but whither is to all unknown. 
Pat. Quickly let after her be mace Purſuit; 
Fil ranfack all the World to find her out. 
Propitious Heaven to her will ſure be kind. 
Euter Lord. 

-2 Tord. My Lord, we in our Votes have all combin'd 
To make you King; the Camp, with ſhouts and cries 
Of Joy, fend their loud Wiſhes to the Skies. | 

[Shouts within, Long live Patroclus King of Sparta. 

Pas. Go bid em their unwelcome Noiſe forbear : 

Turn all their Shouts to Sighs of Sorrow here. 
| - [ Turns to the Bodies. 
Tb'are 


| 
| 


[ Stabs her ſelf, 
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Th are gone; and with em all I wiſh'd to keep. _— 
4 | | 
My Friend! my Miſtreſs! and my Father loſt ! 

Never were growing Hopes more fadly croſt. 
Now Forrune has her utmoſt Malice ſhown, 
She'd court me with the Flatt'ry of a Crown: 
A thing fo far beneath thoſe Joys I mils, 
»Fis but the Shadow of a Happineſs. 

For how uneatily on Thrones they fir, 

That muſt, like me, be wretched to be great. 
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Spoken by Mrs. Mary Lee. 


Ne W who ſ:ys Poets don't in B delight 7 
Tis trae, the Varlets care not much to fight 3 
Bat "faith they claw it off whene'er they write 5 
Are Bually-Rocks not of the common Size ; 

KI ye Men faſter than Domitian Flies. 

Ozrs made ſuch Hawock, that the ſilly Rogne 
Nat forc'd to make me riſe for th LE pilogae. 

The Fop damn d me, but &er to Hell I go, 

74 very fan be fattsfy"d if you 

Think it not juſt that he were ſerv'd ſo too. 

As he hath yours, do you his Hopes beguile ; 
Dou ve been in Pargatory all this while. 

Then Damn him down to Hell, and never ſpare; 
Perhaps he'll find more Favour there than here: 
Nay of the tus may chuſe the much leſs Ewill ; 
If you're but good when pleas&d, ev'n ſos the Dewi, 
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To His Royal Highneſs the 9 


Is a approved Opinion, There's 
0 /o unhappy a Creature in the 
or, as the Man that wants 
Ambition: For certainly he lives 
„4 very liitle Uſe that only toils 
be ſame Round, and becauſe 
he knows where he 1s, though in 4 

dirty Road, dares nat venture on a ſinaother Path 
| for fear being loſt. That I am not the Wretch 
' 41 condemm, your Royal Highneſs may be ſuſficient- 

0 1 in that I durſt preſume to put this 
Poem nuder 2 Patrongge. My Motives to it 

| were not ordinary : For, beſides 7 own Propenſity 
72 


to take any Opportunity of publiſhing the extreans 
Devotion I owe Tour Royai Highneſs, the mighty 
 Enconragement I received from your Approbation 

of it when green on the Stage, was Hint enough 

to let me know at whoſe Feet it ought to be laid. 
Te whilſt I do this, I am ſenſible the Curious World 
will expect ſome Panegyrick an thoſe Heroick Vir- 
— Fmes, which are throughout it ſo much Admir'd. 
But as they are a Theam too great for my Undertake 
ing, ſo only to endeavour at the Truth of em, maſt, in 
the diſtance between my Obſcarity and #heir Height, 
favour of 3 Flattery, which in Your Royal Fiigh- 
weſs's Eſteem I would not be thought gailty of : 
Toy” in that part of em which relates to my ſelf 
(viz. 


FE The Fpilte Dedicatory. 


mz. Dar Favoars ſhower'd on a Thing ſo mean ar 
am) I know not how to be filent. For Nu were 
wot only ſo indulgent as to beſtow Tour Praiſe on 


this, but even (beyond my Hopes) to declare in fa- 


vonr of my Firſt Eſſay of this Nature, and add yet the 


 Emnconragement of Dur Commands to go forward, 


when I had the Honour to kiſs Tour Royal Highneſss 
Hand, in token of your Perm: ſſion to make a Dedi- 
cation to Tun of the Second. I ianſt confeſs, aud boaſt, 
I am very proud of it; and it were enough to make 
me more, were I not ſenſible how ſar I am unde- 


Serving. Tet when I conſider Tor never give your Fa- 


worrs precipitately, but that it is a certain Sign of 
ſome Deſert when Nu vonchſafe t promote: I, who 
have terminated my beſt Hopes in it, fhould do 
Wrong to Your Goodneſs, ml net let the Morid 
know my Mind as well as ny Condition ts raid by 
it. I am certain none that kaow Thur Royal Highneſs 
will N my aſpiring to the Service of ſo Great 
aua ſo Good a Maſter: Une who (as is apparent by 


all thoſe who have the Honour to be near Ton, aud 


know You by that Tutle) never raid without Merit, 
or diſconntenauc'd without Fuſtice. "Tis that indeed 
obliging Severity which hai in all Men created an 
awful Love and Reſpect towards You ; ſiuce in the 
Firmneſi of your Reſolution the brave and good Man 
is ſure of Dau, whilſt the 1l!-i9141od and malignant 
fears Tow. Thi I could not paſs over, and I hope 
Tear Royal IIghneſf will pardoa it, frace bis nnaf- 
fedtedly my Zeal to Dau, ws am in rotbing ſo unſure 


gate, as that I have not a better Opportunity to let 


Da and the World kaow how mnch am 
Your Royal Highneſo's 
moſt Humble, moſt Faithful 
and molt Obedient Servant, 


Tho. O. way. 
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PREFACE. 


READER, 


bling. that I peſter thee with a Preface ; for a> 
mongſt Friends, 'tis almoſt as poor a Trade with 
Poets, as it is with thoſe that write Hackney under At- 


| 1 not that I have any great Affection to Scrib. 


tornies, it will hardly keep us in Ale and Cheeſe. Honeſt 


Arioſto began to be lentible of it in his Time, who makes 
his Complaint to this Purpoſe; | 
I pity thoſe who in theſe latter Days | 
Do I vite when Bounty hath ſhut up her Gate; 
N here Day and Night in vam good A viters knock, 
And for their Labours oft have but a Mock. 


Thus I find it according to Sir Fohn Hurrington's Tran- 


ation ; had I underſtood Italian I would have given it 


thee in the Original, bur that is not my Talent; therefore 
to proceed : This Play was the Second that ever I writ, 
or thought of Writing. I muſt con feſe, | had often a Ti- 
tillation to Poetry. but never durſt venture on my Muſe, 
UI got her into a Corner in the Country; and then, 
like a baſhful young Lover, when I had her Private, I 
had Courage to fumble, but never thought ſhe would 
have produc'd any thing; till at laſt, I know not how, 
Cer] wa aware I found my felt Father of a Drama» 
tique Bic b, which | called Alcibiades: But I might, with- 
out Offenc* to any Perſon in the Play as well have call'd 
it Nebuchaduex ar; for my Hero, to de him right, was 
none of that iqutamiſh Gentleman | muk® him, but would 
as little have boggl'd a the obliging the Paſſion of @ 
young and b-2u ul Lady, as | ſhou'd my feif, bad 1 
the faiwe Oppor uniries, which I baye given kim. This 
I publiſh to antedate the Obj:Elivns fore People may 


* 
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4 may it do em) of A as they Gin. — 4 


+»Whoever they are, I am fure I never diſobliged them; 


nor have they, (thank my Fortune) much injured 


me: In the mean while I forgive em, and fince I am 


cut of the Reach on't, leave 'em to chew the Cud on 


their own Venom. I am well ſatisfy d I had the great. 
eſt Party of Men of Wit and Senſe on my Side; amongſt - 
which I can never enough acknowledge the unſpeakable 


Obligarions I receiv'd from the Earl of R. who, far above 
what I am ever able to deſerve from him, feem'd almoſt 
to make it his Buſineſs, to eſtabliſh it in the good Opini- 
on of the King and his Royal Highneſs; from both of 
which I lave ſince received Confirmation of their good 
Liking cf it, and Encouragement to proceed., And it is 


to him, I muſt in all Gratitude confeſs, I owe the great- 


eſt Part of my good Succeſs in this, and on whole In. 
dulgency 1 extreamly build my Hopes of a next. I dare 
not preſume to take to my ſelf what a great many, and 
thoſe (1 am ſure) of good Jadgment too, have been fo 
kind to afford me, (viz) That it is the beſt iHeroick 
Play that bas been written of late; for, I thank Heay'n, 
] am yet not fo vain. But this I may modeſtly boaſt of, 
which the Author of the French Bernice has done before 
me, in his Preface to thut Play, that it never fail'd to 
draw Tears from the Eyes of the Auditors; I mean, 
thoſe whoſe Souls were capable of fo noble a Plczture; 
for twas not my Bulineſs to take ſuch as only come to 


a Play houſe to fee Farce-fools, and laugh at their own = 


deformed Pictures. Tuc ugh a certain Writer, that ſhall 
be namel-fs, (but you may ou at him by what tollows) 
t 


being ask'd his Opinion of 
and cry d, I gad he knew not @ Line in it he would be Au- 
thor of. Bur he is a fine f:cetious wicty Priſon, es my 


know a Comedy of bis, that has not ſo much es a Quit- 
ble in it which I would be Author of. Anu fo, Reader, 
I bid Lim and tace 


Farevrel. 


PRO | 


is Play, very gravely ock d, 


Friend Sir Formal has it; and to be even wich bim, 1 


— 
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Hie found the Fame of France and Spain at Stake, 


Till at the laſt he did this Conqueſt get, 


PROLOGUE. 


HEN fort our Author took this Play in hand, 
He doubted much and long was at à Stand. 
He knew the Fame and Memory of Kings + 
Were to be treated of as Sacred Things, 
Not as they're repreſented in this Age, 
Where they appear the Lumber of the Stage! 
Us'd only juſt for reconciling Too!:, - 
Or what is worſe made Villains all, or Fools. 
Befodes, the Character: he ſhows to Night, 
He found pere very wifficult to Write : 


Therefore long paus d, and fear'd which Part to take; 
Till this his Judgment ſafeſt underſtood, | 
To make em both Heroic: as he cond. 

But now the greateſt Stop was yet unpaſt, 

He found himſelf alas! confin'd too faſt, 

He is a Man of Pleaſure, Sirs, like you, 

And therefore hardly crulil to Buſineſs bow, 


To make his Pleaſure Whetfone to his Wit, 

So ſometimes for Variety he writ. 

But as thoſe Bloc-kheads, who diſcourſe by Rote, 
Sometimes ſpeak Senſe although they rarely know't : 
So be ſearce knew to what his Work would grow, 
But 'twas Play, becauſe it would be ſo: 

Yet well he knows this is a weak Pretence, 

For Idleneſs is the worſt want of Senſe. 

Let him not now of Careleſineſi be tax'd, 

Hell write in earneſt. when he writes the next; 
Mean Whiltmommomm—— 


Prune his ſuper fluous Branches, never ſpare; + | 


Yet do it kindly, be not too ſevere ; | 
He may bear better Fruit another Year. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


* II. King of Spain. Nr. Berterton. j 
> Don Carlos, his Son. Mr. Smith. 1 


Don Jobs of Auſtria. Mr. Harris, 
„ is of Poſa, the Prince's Con- 
Marquis oſa. rince's uu. Cody. 


Nui. Oma. Mr. Medium, = 
Officer of the Guarde. Mur. Norris 


W OMEN. 


} 
i 
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DON CARLOS, 
PRINCE of SPAIN. 


ACTI SCENE I. 


— — 


8 0 E NE à Palace Royal. 


The Curtain drawn diſcovers the King and 2 
attended, Don Carlos, the Marquis of Pola, 
Roi-Gomez, c. Eboli, Henrietta, Garcia, 
Attendants, Guards. 


K I N . 


| no Cues 
12 Add Weight to the bright Diadem he 
T wars; 


Like me in all that he van wiſh for,bleſt. 


And Peace. adorn my Brow, enrich my ni 
To me great Nations Tributary are; 
Though whilſt my vaſt Dominions ſpread fo far; 


Where molt 1 I mutt here. 
— * 0 the Nen. 


„ Dox Cant os, 


D Voi: 
ſhevy me him that more Religion owes 


To Heav'n, or to its Altars more devoutly bows. 

D. Car. So Merchants, caſt upon ſome ſavage Coaſt, 
Are forc'd to ſ: e their deareſt Treaſures loſt. 
Curſe! What's Obedience? A falſe Notion made 
By Prieſts who when they found old Cheats decay'd >| A 
By fuch new Arts kept up declining Trade. |, 1 
A Father? On! — ? 

King —— Why does my Carlos ſ\rowd 8 
His Joy, and when all's Sunſhine wear a Cloud? | 

My Son, thus for thy Glory I provide; = 
From this fair Charmer, and our Royal Bride, | 
{ 


Shall ſuch a noble Race of Heroes {pring, 
As may adorn the Court when thou art King, 
D. Car. A greater Glory I cin never ki ow, 
Than what already I enjoy in you. 
The brighteſt Ornaments of Crowns and Pow'rs 
I only can admire, as they are yours, n+ | 
Ting. Heav'n! how he fardsungoy'Þ!notthe leaſt ſneã | 
Ot Trar ſport. | # 
D C. Not admire your Happineſs? I do 5 
As much ad mire it as Irev'rence you, 
Let me expreſs the mighty Joy I feel. 
Thus, Sir, I pay my Duty when I kneel. [Kneels tothe Due, | 
Queen. How bard it is bis Paſſion to confine ! | 
Im ture *%ts fo, if I may judge by mine. | 
Alas, my Lord, yare too ob{cquicus now, [To Carlos 
D. Car. Oh! might I but enjoy this Pleaſure ſtill, 
Here would I worthip, and tor ever knec], 
Queen. For Heav'n my Lord! you know not what you do. 
Ng. Srill e appears Diſturbance on his Brow ; : 
And in his Looks an Earneſtceſs I read, | | [ 
Which trom no common Cauſes can proceed, {| 4{ide. - 
II probe him dee . | ; 
ben, when, my deareſt Joy, [To the Queen. 
Shall I the mighty Debr of Love defray ? : 
Hence to Love's ſecret Temples let's retire, »% © 
There on his Altars kindle th Am'rous Fire, > 
Then Pbœnuix like each in the Flame cx, ire. 
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Yet ſmile on me, my Charmi 
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[Looking on Dow Carlos. 
To Rui-Gomez. 

Excellence: 

Virgias ſhould only Fears and Bluſhes ſhew; 

But you mult lay afide that Title now. ” 

The Doctrine which I preach, by Heav'n, is good: 

Oh, the impetuous Sallies of my Blood! 

Oueen, To what unwelcome Joys I'm forc'd to yield 
Now Fate her utmoſt Milice has fulfilFd. 


obſerve the Prince. 


Carlos, farewel; for ſince I muſt ſub mi. 


King. Now wing d with Rapture let us fly, my Sweet. 
My Son, all Troubles from thy Breaſt reſign, 
And let thy Father's Happineſs be thine. 

Ex. King and Queen attended. 
b. Car. What King, what God would not his Pow'r 


Tenjoy ſo much Divinity below ? [torego, 
hy thou behold her, Poſa? | : 
D. Car. And is ſhe not a ſwee!-one? Such a Bride! 


O Poa, once ſhe was decreed for mine: 
Oi.cel had hopes ot Bliſs. Hadſt thou but ſeen 
How bleſt, how proud I was, if I could get 
But leave to lye a Proſtrate at her Feet, 
Era with a Look I could my Pains beguile; 
Nay ſhe in pity roo would ſometimes ſmile; 
Till at the lait my Vows ſucceſsful prey'd, 
And one Day, fighing, ſhe confeſs*d ſhe lov'd. 
Oh! then I found no Limits to our Joy, 
Vith Eyes thus larguiſhing we look'd all Day; 
—_ and — darted Beams, 

meeting Glances kindled into Fla , 
Nothing we found that promis'd not Delight: 
For when rude Shades depr:v'd us of the Light, 
As we had gaz d all Day, we dreamt all Night. 
But after all theſe Labours undergone, 
A cruel Father thus deſtroys his Son; 

Height my choiceſt Hopes beguiles, 

And robs me of the Fruit of all my Toils. 
My deareſt Peſa, thou wert ever kind; 
Bring thy beſt Counſel, and dire wy Mind. 


* "mY "Ou o 
* — 


Don CARL os, 


38 

| | Entey (ome 2. 2 
N. Go. Still he is he | y Lord. 
D. Ca. Your Putnets now ? 


N. Go. e with C ner? beheld your clouded Prov; 


Ahl though ve lott a Beauty well migut make 
Your ſtrictrit H our and your Duty ſhake, 

Let not Fa! her, Ti's wiſgu de your Mind, 

But be Obe irnt, tho' he's prov'd Unkind, 


D Car. He"ce. Cynic, 0 dull Slaves thy Morals teach, 


I bave no | ure now to hear thee Preach: 
Still you'll uturp a Power o'er my Wil. 

R. Go. Sir, you my Services interpret ill: 
Nor nee it be fo ſoon forgot, that J 
Have been your Gua dian from your Infancy. 
When to my Charge committed, I alone 
Inſtructed you how to expect a Crown; 
Taught you Ambition, and War's nobleſt Arts, 
How to lead Armies, and to cor quer Hearts; 
Whilft, though but young — 
You woul with Pleaſure read of Sieges pot, 
And ſmile to hear of bloody Battels tought : 
And fill, though not controul, I may adviſe. 


D. Car. Alas, thy Pride wears a too thin Diſguiſe: 


Too well I know the Falſhood of thy Soul, 
Which to my Father render me fo tou), 
That hardly as bis Son a Smile I've knowe, 
But always as a Traitor met his Frown. 
My forward Honour was Ambition cal]: 
Or it my Friends my early Fame extoll'd, 
Tou damp”. my Father's Smiles fill as they ſpiung, 
Perſuading I repin d he liv'd too long. 
80 all my Hopes by you were fruſtrate made, 
And, robb'd of Sun-ſhine, wirh: 1's in the Shade. 
Whilſt, my good Patriot! you diſpos d the Crown 
Out of my Reach, to have it in your own. | 
© Bur I'll prevent your Policy | 
R. G0. — My Lord, 
This Accuſation is u: jult and hard. 
The King, your Father, would not ſo upbraid 
My Age: Is all my Service thus repaid? 


. * 


* * 
— * 
9 


23rd 


| veil tence, and le wy Mar hea 7 

How generouſly you reward my | 

| Who on my juſt Complaint, I doubt not, will 
At leaſt redreſs the Injuries 1 feel. [Exit Gomez. 
Poſe. Alas. my Lord, you too ſeverely urge 
Your Fate, his Iut'reſt with the King is large. , 
Belides, you know he has already ſeen Wi 


Tie Tranſports of your Paſſion for the Queen. 
The uſe he may ot that Advantage make 
You ought at l-aſt Vavoid, but for her fake. 
D. Car. Ah! my dear Friend, th'aſt touch'd my tender 
J never yet learn id the diſſembling Arr. Part 
Go, call him back, tell him that I imp llore 
His Pardon, and will ne'er offend him more. 
The Queen! kind Heav'n, make her thy neareſt Care, 
©! fly, o'ertake him eder he goes too far. {Exit Poſas 
How are we bandy'd up and down by Fate? 
By ſo much more unhappy as w'are great. 
A Prince, and Heir to Spain's great Monarch born, 
I'm forc'd to court a Siave whom l moſt ſcorn; 
Who, like a Bramble *'mongſt a Cedar*s Boughe, 
Vexes his Peace under whoſe Shades he grows. 
Now be returns: Aſſiſt me, Falſhood,————down; 
Thou Rebel Paſſion— 
Re-enter R. Gomez and Poſs = 

Sir, I fear I've done 5 [To R. Gomez. 
You wrong; but it J have, you can forgive. 
Heav'n! can I do this abj<& thing and live? [A. 

R Go. ah! my good Lord, it makes roo amcuds, 
When ro his Vaſſal thus a Prince deſcends; 
Though it was ſomething rigid, and unkind, 
T upbraid your faithtu! Servant and your Friend, 

D. Car. Alas, no more; all Jealoufics ſhall ceaſe, 
| Berween us two, let there be henceforth Peace. 
Jo may juſt Heav'n aſſiſt me when J ſuc, 
A Ito Jomez always will be true. 
 R. Go, Stay, Sir, and for this mighty Favour take 
All the Return Sincerity can make. 
Bleſt in your Father's Love, as I'm in ycure, 
wy not one Fear Cilturb your happy Hours: 
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Crown'd 


% 


of him have been my Fears; 
harge had of his tender Years, | 
| | Progreſs of his Growth, 
An untam'd, haughty, hot and furious Youth; 
A Will unruly, and a Spirit wild; 
At all my Preceprs ſtill with Scorn he (mil'd. 
Or when, by th' Power I from his Father had, 
Any Reſtraint was on bis Pleaſures laid, 
Uſher'd with Frowns on me his Soul would riſe, 
And threaten future Vengeance from his Eyes, 
But now to all my Fears I bid adieu; 
For, Prince, I'll humble both your Fate and you. 
Here comes the Star by whom my Courſe | ſteer. 
| Euter Eboli. 
Welcome, my Love. — Ws 
+ Evol. My Lord, why ſtay you here, 
Lofing the Pleaſure of this happy Nigh ? 
When all the Court are melting in Delight, 
You toil with the dull Bus'neſs of the State. 


- Thou tak ſt up all the Buſineſs of my Heart, 
And only to it Pleaſures canſt impart. 
Say, fay, my Goddeſs, when ſhall I be bleſt? 
It is an Age fince I was happy laſt. 
l My Lord, I come not hither now to hear 
Your Love, but offer ſomethiog to your Ear. 
I you have well obſerv'd, you muſt have ſeen 
To Day ſome ſtrange Diſorders in the Queen. 
| ient Longings for the Happineſs. | | 
Approaching Joys will fo diſturb the Soul, 
As 


_Ebols. Come, come, my Lord, ſeem not fo bl'nd: too 
Fre ſeen the Wrongs which you from Carlos feel; = 


R. Go. Only, my Fair One, how to make thee Great, | 


Needles always tremble near the Pcle. | | el | 
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| know Judgment is too good, to le "Y 
* CO ner pip any & Gly ededs 
9 — Tod | 
th full Revenge all your paſt Wrongs 
R. Go. Bleſt Oracle! ſpea 


As ſhall the King's new ]caloufie advance. 
Nay, Sir, Pl! try what mighty Love you ſhew: ; 
If you will make me great, begin it now. 2 
How, Sir, d'ye ſtand conſidering what to do? 

R. Go. No; but methinks I view from hence a King, 
A Queen, and Prince, three goodly Flowers ſpring; 


And ; 
Whilſt 1 have nobler Bus neſs of my own. ö 
Was I bred up in Greatneſs? Have | been N 
| Nurtur'd with glorious Hopes to be a Queen: 

Made Love my Study, and with practis d Charms 


= my ſelf to meet a Monarch's Arms: q 
Al to be condemn'd to the Embrace 3 3 
4% J 

| 

Another Path to Happineſs 1'il tread ; | 2 
Elſewhere find Joys which I'm in him deny A: 4 | 


Don Car os, 

- Still I] in Pleaſure live, in Glory ſhine; 

The gallant, youthful Auris fhall be mine: 

To bim with all my Force of Charms I'll move. 

Let others toil for Greatneſs, whilſt | love. [Exit 


ACT Hl. SCENE l. b 
SCENE A. Orange Grove. 
D Fehn. NI HY ſhould dull Lau rule Nature, who firſt 
| Fe W mide ; | , | 
That Law by which herſelf is now berray'd? 
E'ce Man's Corruptions made him wretched, he 
Was born moſt Noble that was born met Free: 
" Bach of himielt was Lord, and uncorfin'd, 
\ Obey'd the Dictates of his God-'ike Mind. 
Law was an Innovation breught in ſince, 4 
When Fools began to love Obedier ce, 5 


and call'd their Slavery Safety and Defence. 
ö My Glorious Father got me in his Hcat, 
Wen all be did was cminently Great: | 
When Warlike Belgia felt his corqu'cing Pow?r, 
And the proud Cermans ond him Emperour. 
Why ſhould it be a Stain then on my Blood, 
Becauſe I came not in the common Road. 
But Born obſcure, and fo more like a God? 
Na; though his Diadem another wear, 

At leaſt to all big Pleaſures Il ke Heir. 5 

Here I ſhculd meet my Zo! my Fair. | 

Enter Eboli. 

She comes; as the bright C)prian Goddeſs moves, 

When looſe, and in her Chariot drawn by Doves, 
She rides to meet the warlke God ſhe loves. 

Eboli. Alas, my Lord, you know not with what Fear 

Agd iHzzard I am come to meet you here. 

D. ola. O baniſh it: Lovers like us ſhould fly, = 
= And mounted by their Wilkes ſoar on high, 
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white Fear alore diſfurbs the lower Air. 
nen But who is ſafe when Eyes are ev'ry where ? 

Or # we could with happieſt Secrefie 

Fnjoy theſe Sweets, oh, whither ſhall we fly 

T efcap* that Sight whence we can nothirg hide ? 

D. John. Alas, lay this Religion new afide; 

ll hew thee one more pteafant, that which Fove : 


Set forth to the old World, when from above 
He came himſelf. and taught his Mortals Love. 
Bolt. Will nothing then quench your unruly Flame? 
My Lord, you might confiver who | am. 
D. F-bn. | know y are her I love, what ſhould I more 


Eboli, — By Reza he's —— [ Aide. 
— But can fo poor | 
A Thought poſſ-{5 your Breaſt, to think that 1 
Will brand my Name with Luit and Infamy? 

D. Joln. Thole that are notleft born ſhould higher 
loves Sweets. Oh! let me fly into hoſe Eyes! 

There's ſomething in em leads my Soul aſtray : 

As he who in a Necromancer's Glaſs 
Beholds his wiſn'd- for Fortune by him paſs, 
Yer ſtill with greedy Eye 

Purſues the Viſion as it glides away. 

Bali. Protect me. Heav'n. I dare no longer tay; 
Vour Looks ſpeak Danger: I feel ſomething too 
That bids me fly, yet will not let me go. | 

D. John. Take Vows and Pray'rs if ever I prove falſe; 
See at your Feet the humble Auſtria falls. [ Kneels, 

Ebokt, Riſe, riſe, [ Auſtria mes, 
My Lord, why would you thus deceive? [ Sighs, 

D.Fobn. How many Ways to wound me you contrive? 
Speak, wou'dſt thou have an Empire at thy Feet? 

1 the _ In conquer it. 
| ali No; above Empi I could prize | | 
Ik you would — 
D Fan. — What? 

ESoks, — For ever true. 


* 


prize 
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D. Fohn. That thou may N ne'er have Cauſe to fear bos 


Fil be confin'd for ever in thy Arms: n 
Nay, —— —u—— EP, 

My felt Eu on thy tender Boſom lay, * 
Till in its Warmths Pm melted all away. 


Eboli. — Oh ! fly, or I'm undore. 
v. Fokn. Muſt I without my Bleſſing then be gone? 

| [Kiſſes her Hand. 
Eboli. Think you this Indiſcretion merics vne? 


D. Fohn. I'm aw d- | 
As a tick Wretch, that on his Death-Bed lyes, 
Lrai b with his Friends to part, juſt as he dies, . 
Thus ſends his Soul in Wiſhes from his Eyes. Exit. 
| Eboli.Oh Heav'n! what Charms in Youth and Vigour are! 


[Pulls is back, 


Yet he in Cor queſt is not gone too far; 

Too eafily i] not my ſelf refign : | 

E'er | am bis, I'll make him ſurely mine; 

Draw him by ſubt le Baits into the Trap, 

Till he's too far got in to make Eſcape; 

About him ſwittly the ſoft Snare Ill caſt 
And when 1 have him there, Fll hold him f. ſt. 

'Enter Rui-Gomez. 
R Go. Thus-unaccompany'd | ſubtlely range 

The foktzry Pacrhs of dark Revenge: 

The tea ful Deer in Herds to Coverts run, 

Whillt Beaſts of Prey affect to roam alone. | 
Ebhols, Ah! ny dear Lord, how do you ſpend your Hours 
You lutle think what my pcor Heart endures, 

While with your Abſence tortur'd, I in vain 

Pair after ſoys I ne'er can hope co gain. 

e You cannot my Unkindneſs ſure upbraid; 
You ſhould torgive thoſe Faults your ſeit have mage. 
Re member you the Task you 5 —— 

Eboli.— Lis true; ; 

+ ur Pardon, for I do remember now. ze 
If I forgot, 'twas Love had all my Mind: 

And tis 10 Sin, I hope, to be too kind. 


T*""""Pxrxcr of Syraix. br j 
R Go. How happy am I in a faithful Wife! 


| +} Oh thou moſt precious Bleſſing of my Life! 
. Eboli. Does then Succeſs attend upon your Toil? 
I long to ſee you revel inthe Spoil, 
. R. Go. What ſtricteſt Diligence could do, I've dore, 
Tincenſe an angry Father *painſt his Son. 
| ] to Advantage told bim all that's paſt, 


Deicrib'd with Art each am'rous Glance they caſt : 
$0 that this Night he ſhunn'd the Marriage-Bed, 
Which through the Court has various Murmurs ſpreads 
Deter the King attended by Pola, 
See where he comes with Fury in his Eyes; 
| Kind Heav'n but grant the Storm may higher riſe. 
kt gro too lqud, Fil luck in ſome dark Cell, 
And laugh to hear my Magick work ſo well. 
King. What's all my Glory, all my Pomp? how poct 
Is fading Greatneſs ? or how vain is Power? 


Where all the mighty Conqueſts I have ſeen? | 
| I, who o'er Nations have Victorious been, 2 
Now cannot quell one little Foe wit hin. 1 


Cute d Jjealouſie, that poiſons all Love's Sweets! 
How heavy on my Heart th' Invader ſitsl 
Oh Gomez, thou haſt given my mortal Wound, 
R. Go. What is'tdoes fo your Royal Thoughts con ſuu: d? 
A King bis Pow'r unbcunded ought to have, 
And, ruling al', ſhould uu Patlion's Slave. | 
King. Thou counſell* 15 but art no Stranger (urs 
To the {ad Cauſe of what I now endure. 
Know'ſt thou what Poiſon thou didft lately give? 
And doſt not wonder to behold me live? 
R. Go. I only did as by my Duty ty d, 
And never ſtudy d any thing beſide. 
King. I do not blame thy Duty or thy Care: 
Quickly, what paſt between em 
How greedily my Soul to Ruin flies! 
A in a Feaver burning lyes, 
his Friends does for a Drop impl. : 


} Which taſted once, unable to give o'er, 
| 22 


— | 


* — 


* * Den Cares 


my Heart: Noc long wos tehat you ſud? 
o longer your Preſenc d. 
4 leſs — 
they have 


chang'd heirs at their Eyes ö | 


Hence abject Fears, be oops 
Speak, Friends, can A Dertection (in ? 
R. Go. Angels that ne above do oft beſtow 
Their Influence on poor Mortals here below. 
— King. But Carlos is my Son. and always near; 
; Scems to move with me in my glorious Sphere. 
True, ſhe may ſhow'r promiſcuous Blefſings duwn 
On Slaves hang = ve what falis -— - -—_ 


Fo floop at him, when they had van uiſh'd me. 
Poſe. Sir, TO ns GS row the Prince 
That he of Virtue has too a great Senſe, 


How much was to bis former Paſſion dae, 
N Yet ſtill confeſs d he above all pria d you. 
== R. Go. You better reconcile, Sir, than adviſe: 
2 1 ** than y are Wile. 
is fick, and we ſhould give him Ele. 

4 Arps Depth of his Diſeaſe. 
— — —— 3 
We muſt not heal up feſter*d Waunds too ſoon. | 

King. By this then you a Pow'r would o'er me gun, | 
Wounoi g to let me linger ia the Pain. 
Im ſtung, and went the Torture long endure: 


R. Go. Dentin 
| To queſtion Virtue in a Queen 10 fair; 
Though ſhe her Eyes catt on her Glorious Son: 
Mien of; fee Treadures, and yer cones Game. : 


* that wound, bave Blood thote Wounds to cure. 


* 1 


The Truth diiguis d in obſcure Contraries. 


Sure ere his Love he'd let me know bis Power: 


That little Love dares hardly pecp abroad. 


It was by that unhappy Franc: was led, 
When, though by Coatract I ſhould Carlos 
I was an Offering made to Philip's Bed. 


_ Uſe, folt as Angels, charming as a God. 


PAINT Sri. 6; 
Ring. Think not to blind me with dark lronies, 


No. 1 will trace his Windings ; al! her dirk 
And ſubtleſt Paths, each little Action mark. 
It the prove falſe, as yet | fear, ſhe dies. 
Euter Queen attended, and Henrietta. 
Ha! here! O let me turn away my Eyes. 
For all around ſhe'Il her bright Beams diſplay: . 
Should Ito g z: ou the wild Meteor day, 5 
Spight of my felt 1 ſhall be led aſtray. 
3 [Exit the King attended, looking at the © veer;. 
Juen. How tcorntully be is wi-hdrawn! 


As Heav'n oft Taunders ere it ſends a Show r- 
This Spaniſh Gravity is very odd: : 
All things are by Severity {> aw'd, 8 


Hen. Alas, what can you from Old Age expect, 
When frail uneaſie Men them ſelves neglect? 
Some little Warmth perhaps may be behind. 
Though ſuch as in extinguiſſi d Fires you'll find; 
Where ſome Remains of H-at the Aſhes hold, 
Which (if for more you open) ſtraight are cold. 
Dan. Twas Intereſt and Satety of the State; 
Iat'reit, that bold Impoſer on our Pate; 


That to dark Ends miſguides our Wills, 
And with falſe H ippineſs ſmooths o'er our Ille. 


wed, 
Why fight thou, Henrietta? Hen. Sighs. 
Hen. Who is it can 
Know your fad Fa'e, and yet from Grief refraia? 
With Pleaſure oft Pye heard you ſmiling tell 
Of Carlss' Love, 
Queen. And did it pleaſe you well? 
In that brave Prince's Courtſhip there did meer 
All that we could Obliging call or Sweet, 
At ev'ry Poiat he wirh Advantage ſtood: 
Fierce as a lion, if provok'd abroad; 


84 Don CARAT os, 
Hen. One fo accompliſh'd, and that low d you to, 
With what Reſentments muſt he part with you? 
Methioks I pity him. But oh! in vain: 
He's both above my Pity and my Pais. [ {fd 
Queen. What means this ſtrange Diſorder ? 
Hen. Vonder view, 


That which 1 tear will diſcompoſe you cd. 


Exer Don Carlos, and Poa, y 


Alas, the Prince! There to my Mind appears 
Some: bing that in me moves unuſual Fears: | 
Away, Henrietta [Offers to go. | 
D. Car. ——— Why would ycu be gone? ; 
Is Carlos Sight ungrateful to you grown ? | 
It tie, ſpeak: In Obedience Ii] retire. | 


Qucen No, yc u may ſpeak, but wuſt advance nonig! er, | 


D Car. Mult I then at that au D.tance ſue, 
As cur Forc-tathers were compeli'd to do, 
When they Petitions made at that great Shrine, 
Where none but the High-Pricſt might enter in? 
Let me approach; I've nothing for your Ear, 
But what's ſo pure it might be Offer'd there. 

Quten. Too long tis dang'rous for me here to ſlay: 
It yuu mult ſpeak, pre cecd: What weuld you fay ? 

this range © 1 

Nay, this firange Ceremon give © cr. 

R. c. Was I ne er in dh Pulure fi ſeen be fore? 
Ah! can your cruel Heart fo ſoon reſign 
All Sen ſe of theſe ſad Sufferings of mine? 


To your more juſt Remembrance, if you can, 220" 


Recal how Fate ſeem'd kindly to ordain 
That ot. ce you ſhould be mine; which I beliey'd: 
Though _ alas! | find I was deceiv'd. 8 
Aen. Then, Sir, you ſhould your Fate, not me upbraid. 
8 Car. Iwill not lay y'ave broke the Vows you made; 
Only implore you would not quite forget . 
The Wretch y ave cit ſeen dying at your Feet, 
And now no other Favour begs to have, 
Then — kind Ned — your Slave. 
or midſt your hig oye, witheut a Crime, 
Ac leaſt you now and then may chin k of him. 


Den 


rns erer 


PAIN en of Srain of 

If cer you lov'd me, you would this forbear ; 
Fhich 1 ; | ö 
| > - = 


HU | been rais'd to all the Heights of Pow'r, 
il Triumph crown'd the World's great 
Of all its Riches, all its State poſſeis d. 
| Yet you ſhould (till have govern'd in my Breaſt. 
Du In vain on her you Obligations lays 
Who wants nat Will, but Power to repay · 
Hen. Yet had you Henrietta Heart, you would — 
F. | At lenſt ſtrive to afford him all you could. A 
Dcr. Oh! ſay not you want Pow'r; you may with ons 
Kind Look pay doubly all I've undergone. 
And kne you but the Innocence I bear, 
How pure, how ſpotleſs all my Wiſhes are, 
You would not ſcruple to ſupply my Want, 
When all I'll ask you may fc ſately grant. 
Due, I know not what to grant; too well I find 
That ſtill at leaſt I cannot be unkind. . 
D. Car. Afford me then that little which I crave. 
Queen. You ſhall not want what I may let you have. 
d | [ Gives her Hand ſighing. 
D. Car. Like one 
That ſees a Heap of Gems before him caſt, 
} Thence to chuſe any that may pleaſe him beſt; 
From the rich Treafure whilſt | Choice ſhould make, 
Dazabd with all, I know not where to take. 
Il would be rich — 
108 I have already giv'n = Turns from bim. 
D. Car. On! take not back again th' appearing Bliſs, 
How difficult's the Path to Happineſs! ; 
he Precipice we climb with Pain, 


* 


rr 


keep a Wretch alive; =_ 
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Don Can os, 

At leaſt remember how Pve lov*y —— 
Queen. —— | wil, 

D.C. That was fo kind. char 1 muſt beg more fill; 
Let me love on: Ir is a very poor 
3 „Na . queſt no more. 
1 | 

11 not nt be belov'd : 

happy too, 


again ? 

D. Car. Yes, I will love, and think I'm 
80 long as 1 can find that you are fo: : 
All my Diſquiets baniſh from my Breaſt: | 
I will endravour to do ſo at leaf. [Sighing deeply, | 
Or if | can't my Miſeries out- wear, | 

never more ſhall come t'offend your Ear. ad mire; 
Deen Love then, brave Prince. whilſt Fil thy Love 
[Groes hay Hud, 3 | 
peech kiſſes eag 
Yet keep the y = to pure * chaſte Deſire, | 
That without Spot hereafter we aboe | 
May meet, when we ſhall come all Soul, all Leve. ; 
Till when —— Oh} whitheram | run aſtray? | 
I grow too weak, and muſt no longer ſtay: | 
For ſhould I, the {it Charm fo ſtrong would grow, 
I find that I ſhall want the Power to go. | 


[Ex. uten and Henrietta 
D. Car. Oh ſweet 


If ſuch Tranſport be in a Tafte ſo ſmall, | 
How bleſ.'d muſt he be that poſſeſſes all! | 
Where am], Peſo? Where s the Queen? ¶ Standing amaz'd. 

x * while ſome Reſpite to your Heart afford: 

3 The Queen's retirdo· 

D. Car.—— Retir'd? And did ſhe then 

Juſt ſhew me Heav'n, to ſhut it in again? 
This lit le Eaſe augments my Pain the more; 
For now I'm more impatient than before: 

And have dilcover'd Riches make me mad. 

Poſa Bur ſince thoſe Treaſures are not to be had, 
You ſhould correct Deũres that drive you on 
Bey end that Duty which becomes a Son. 

No longer let he Tyrant Love invade; 
The Brave may by themſelves be bappy made, 
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On whom y*ave lain of Earth the Rule ard Cate, 


PN TN C2 of SpAth. 
You to your. Father now muſt all 
DC. Bur e er ke robb'4 me of her ſhe was mine. 


To be my Friend is all thou haſt to do, C 


For half my Miferies thou canſt not know. 

Make my felf happy! Bid the Damn'd do ſo; 

Who in fad Flames muſt be for ever toſs d. 

Yet ftill in view of the lov'd Heav'a th'ave loſt. ¶ Exeunt. 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


The Grove continues. 


Enter Don lohn of Auſtria. 

D. J. LIOW vajsoly would dull Moralifts impoſe 

"A Limits . whoſe Nature brook: no Laws? 
Love is a God, and like a God ſhould be | 
I:conftant with unbuunded Liberty 
Rove as he hit —— 
] find it; for ev'n now I've had a Feaſt, 
Of which a God might cover for a Taſte. 
Methinks I 5e 
See with what fort Devotion in her Eyes 
The tender Lamb came to the Sacritice. 2 
Oh how her Charms ſurpria d me 2s I lay! : 


Like too near Sweets they took my Sente away; 
And I ev*n loft the Pow'r to reach at Joy. 
But thoſe croſs Wi:chcrafts ſoon unuraveli'd were, 
And I was lull'd in Trances fweerer far: 
As anchor*! Veſſels in calm Harbour s ride, 
Rock d on the Swellings of the flosting Tide. 
Bow wrerched's then the Man, who though alone 
He thinks he's bleft yet as confi dd to one, 
Is but at beſt a Pris'ner on a Throne? 

To him King attended, Poſa. and Gamez. 

King. Ye mighty Pow'rs, whoſe Subitirures we are, 


why | 


Tell 
D. Jahn. ——By Heay'n more bright than Planets are; 
Ker Beauty 's Force _ ev n their Pow'r out-do. 
King. Nay ſhe's as falſe, and as unconſtant tov. 
Form fo outward bright, 
be within all dark and ugly Night! 
to whom Id dedicated all 


preci 

a little Idol of her own, 
y Son! Rebel both to Heav'n and me! 
the diſtracting Throws of Jealouſic ! 
as 2 drowning Wretch jult like to fink, 
he 


him that threw him in upon the Brink; 
third Plunge lays hold upon his Fee, 


Shalt bear me out again, or with me drown. 
me [Seizes roughly on Rui-Gomez, * 
R. Go. My Loyalty will teach me how to wait : 
All the Succeſſes of my Sov'reign's Fate. 
What is*r, Great Sir, you would command me? 
Liag. How? 


* 


DSi I know not what I'd have thee do: 
* Study Re 


for me, tis that I want. 
D. John. ! what Frenzy does your Temper haunt? 
Revenge! On whom? | 
King. On my falſe Queen and Son. [have done? 
&. Go, On them 


! good Heay'a ! what is't that 2 


peine F Syrain. A 


Or had my Tongue been cure'd cer it had bred 


hi | 
that ſhe for you reſerv'd much more. 
ing. Oh, doubteſs ſhe muſt have a wondrous ſtore 
Love, that ſells it at a rare fo poor. 
Now thou'dft rebate my Paſſions with Advice; 


And when thou ſhou dſt be active, wou dſt be wiſe. 


No, lead me where I may their Inceſt ſee, 

Do, or by Heav'n—— do, and III ip thee! 

Oh how my Paſſions drive me to and fro 

Under their heavy Weight I yield and bow. 

But I'll re-gather yet my Strength, and ſtand 

Brandiſhing all my Thunder in my Hand. | 
Poſa, And may it be ſent forth, and where it goes 

fatally and heavy on your Foes. 

But let your Loyal Son and Conſort bear 

No II, ſince they of any guiltleſs are. 

Here with my Sword De 


I proclaim 

To that bold Traitcr that dares wrong their Fame: 

D. John. I too da re with my Life their Cauſe make good. 
Ling. Sure well their Innocence y'ave underſtood, 

That you ſo prodigal are of your Blood. 

Or 'ſt thou ſpeak me Comfort? I would find 

Mongſt all my Counſellors at leaſt one kind. | 

bing like that I muſt not hear; Y 

or ſo my Wrangs I ſhould too tamely bear, > 

grow my own Flatterer. | 

Poſa, withdraw = — [ee Pola. 

My Lords, all this y'ave heard. | | 

R. Go. Yes, I obſery'd it, Sir, with ſtrict R 


| The Young Lord's Friendſhip was too great to hide. 


King. le he then ſo to my falle Sen ally'd? 


& Do CATS, 
I am environ d eviry way, and aff 
r Engines plot my 

Like Caſar in Senate, 

Whilt Ruin threaten'd him on ev'ry Hand. 
From each fide he had warning he muff die; 

Yet ſtill he brav'd his Fire and fo will l. 

To ſtrive tor exfe would but add more ro Pain: : 


As Streams, that beat apainſt their Banks in vain, 
Retreating ſwell into a Flood again, 

No, Il] do things the World fha'l quake to hear: 
My juſt Revenge fo true a Stamp ſhall bear, 
As hencetorth Heav'a it felf ſhall Emulate, 
And Copy all its Vengeance out by rhar. 
All but Rav Gomez I muſt have withdrawn, 
I've fomething to Diſcourſe with him alone. 

| [ Ex. Omnes prater Kg and Gomes, | 
Now, Gomez, on thy Truth depends thy Fate: | 
Thau'ſt wrought my Senſe of Wrong to ſuch a height, 
Within my Breſt it will no longer ſtay, 15 

But grows czech Minute till it force its Way. | 
I would not find my ſelf at laſt deceiv'd. 

R. Go. Nor would I 'gainſt your Reaſon be belicy'd. 
Think, Sir, your Jealouſie to be but Fear | 
Of loſing Treaſures, which you hold fo dear. | 
Your Queen and 8 n may yet be innocent: 
I] know but what they did. not what they meant. | 

King. Meant! What ſhould Looks, and Sighs,and Prefſings | 
No, no; | need not hear it o'er again. (mean? 
No Repetition ſomething muſt be done. | 
Now there's no I! 1 know that I would ſhun. 
Fil fly, *cill them I've in their Inceſt found, « 
Full charg d with Rage, and with my Vengeance hot; 
Like a Granado from a Canon ſhot, 

Which lights ar laſt upon the Enemy's Ground, 

Then breaking deals Deſtruction all around. [Exit King. 
X. G0. So, now his Jealouſte is at the top, 
Each little Blaſt will ferve to keep ir up. 

But ſtay; there's ſomething I've omitted yet; 
Poſa's my Enemy; and true, he's great. 


Parncs of Sralhn ot 
Alas. rm arm'd 'gainlt all that be cin do; . 
For m Snare's large eno@2h to bold him too ; | 
Yet I diſguiſe char Puypuſe for a while : 5 


But when he with the ref@ is caught 1th Toil, 
Ii boldly out, and wanton: in the Spoil. 
Enter Poſa. 

Poſa. My Lord Rui G and the King not here: 
You. who {> eminent a Fav'rire are 
In a King's he, ſhould ne er be abſent thence. 
EK. Go. No, Sir, tis you that by . 
Are cheriſt'd. and fo tread a ſaſer way, 
Rich in that Bliſs the World wai's to enjoy. 

Peſa. Since what may bleſs the World we ought to prize, 
] wiſh there were no Publick Enemies: 
No lurking Serpents, Potfon to diſpence, 
N r Wolves, to prev on Noble lanocence ; | 
No Flart'rers, that with Royal Goodneſs ip ort, 
Thoſe ſtinking Weeds that over - run a Court. 

R Go. Nay. if good Wiſhes any thing could do, 
] have as earneſt Wiſhes Sir, as you: 
That though perhaps our King enjoys the beſt 
Ot Pow'r. yet may he ilili be doubly bleſs d. 

May he 
Poſa. Nay, Gomez, you ſhall ne'er out · do me there; 
Since for Great Philig's Good, I would you were | 

(It poſſible) more Honeſt than you are. 
— Go. Why, Poa; what Defe& can you diſcern? | 
. Nay, halt q our Myſteries I'm yet to ln: 
1 this I'll boldly juftifie to all, 
That you contrive à ger*ruus Prince's Fall. 
[Gomez 
Nay, think not by your Smiles, and careleis Port, 
To laugh it off: I come not here to ſport, | 
] do nar, Sir. | | 4 
R. Go. Young Lord, what Meaning has 'Y 
This Heat ? 
Poſa. To let you fee I know yare-Baſe. 
R. Go. Nay then I Paid un . chat | did mile: 


By Heav'n, | thought y had jeſted all this while, 
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all; Courage had not a Word. 
art old; yet if thou-haſt a Friend, 
thy curſed Cauſe thou dar ſt commer: : 
*Gainſt him in Publick Fil the Innocence 
Maintain of the fair Queen and injur'd Prince. 
R. Go. Farewe), bold Char pion 
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have Power to undermine - 
ince! who might'ſt have ſafely too, 
leis Grear, or not ſo Good, 
Monſter's — did 1 not ſhed, 
engeance draw on my own Head? 
had had this juit Defence | 
d my Patron and my Prince, 
Enter Carlos and Queen. 
Zarles: Ha! he's here. O Sir, take heed 
ate your Love is led, 
King your Father's jealous grown; 
his Queen, or you his Son, 
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| Yes, all his ſubtleſt Snares are for you laid. 
ing within this Minute will be here, | 
are ruin'd, if but ſeen with her. 

en. How! is he jealous grown? 
bought my Virtue he had better known; 
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' Great my Deſpair; but ſtill my Love is 


"'Prxincrof SFarin 9 
juſt Doubts have ſoon found out the way 

His WE het Entry on car Dizeriage-Day: 

For yet be has not with me known g Night: 


Perhaps his Tyranny is his Deligat, 


to ſuch height his Cruelty is grown, 
- SS his Queen and 8 
Bur ſince, my Lord, this time we muſt obey . 
Our Intereſt, I beg you would not ſtay. | 
Not ſeeing you, he may to me be juſt. 
D. Car. Should I then leave you, Madam ? 
Queen. Yes, you mult, : -. 
D Car. Not then when Storms againſt your Virtue riſe 
No; fince to loſe you, wretched Carlos dies, 
He'll have the Honour of ir, in your Cauſe. 
This is the nobleſt thing that Fate could do, 
She thus abates the Rigour of ber Laws, 
Since tis ſome Pleaſure but to die for you. 
ueem Talk not of Death, for that ev'n Cowards dare, 
When their baſe Fears compel 'em to deſpair. 
Hope's the far nobler Paſſion of the Mind. 
Fortune's a Miſtreſs that's with Caution kind; 
Knows that the Conſtant merit her alone, 


They who, though ſhe ſeem froward, yet court on: 


D. Car. To wret:hxd Minds thus fill fome Comfort 


eaſe cur Griefs, though but with Dreams. 
| oft already been deceiv'd. 
And the Cheat's grown too plain to be beiey'd. 
You, Madam, bid me go. [ Looking earneſtly at the Nun. 
 ©wueen. You mult. | 

Po/a. You ſhall, 


Alas, I love you, would not ſee you fall; 


And yet may find ſome Way tYevade it all. 5 
D. Car. Thou, Poſa, ever wert my trueſt Friend; 

I almoſt wiſh thou wert not now ſo kind. 

Thou of a Thing that's loſt tak'ſt too much Care. 

And you, fair Angel, too indulgent are. ¶ To the Qucen, 

Well——in Obedience to you I'll retire. | 


Though 


9 "Dow CaRkLoOs, 4 
Though during all the Storm | will be nigh, 

Where if 1 ſee the Danger grow too bigh, » Xt 
To fave you, Madam, I'll come forth and die. | 

[ Exit Don Carlos. 
Eater King and Rui-Gomez. | 

Xing. Who would have guets'd that this had ever been? 

. | [Seeing Pola and the uten. 
Difration! Where ſhall my Revenge begin? 
Why, he's the very Bad to all ih ir Sin: 4 
And to diſguiſe it, puts on Friendſhip's Mack. f 
But his Diſpatch, Rmui-Gomez, is thy Task. 

With him pretend ſome private Conlerencs, 
And under that Diſguile ſcduce him hence; 
Then in ſome Pl. ce fit for the Deed impart 


The Bus neſe by a Ponyard to bis Heart. 
R. Go. Tis done. 


King. S, Madam — [steps to the Quem, 
ue Fury in your Eyes, — 
1 underſtand you come to tyrannize. | 
I bear you are already jealous grown, 5 | 


And dare ſuſpect my Virtue with your Son. 

King. Oh Woman-kind! thy My@'ries who can ſcan 
oo deep for eaſie weak believing Man. | 
Hold, let me look: Indeed y are wond'rous ſaix. 
So on the out-lide Sadom's Apples were: 
And yer within, when open'd to the View, 
Not half ſo dang'rous, or fo foul as you. 1 
Queen Uubappy wretched Woman that 1 am m | 
And you unworthy of a Husband's Name! 6 l 


J 


Doyou not bluſh? 

King Yes, Madam, for your Shame. 5 
Bluſh too my judgment e er ſhould prove fo faint, 
— me chule a Devil for a Saint. 

en fu ſt I ſaw and lav'd that tempting Eye, 

The Fiend wichin the Flame 1 44 mer 65 3 & 
But ſtill ran on and cheriſh'd my Deſires, 
| For Heavy Beams miilook Infernal Fires: 
Such raging Fires, as you fince thought fir 
Alone my S n, my Son's hot Youih ſhould meet. 
Oh Vengeance, Vengeance 


Queen. 


A Guard ther. Sieze the Queen 2 


If tw hatt any value for thy Peace. 


"Parx ct of Spun. 55 


Poor *rous King! | 
Boy mean's the Soul from which ſuch Thoughts muſt 
Was it for this | did fo late fabmin, [fprog! 


To let you whine and Jangurfh at m _ 
When with talſe Oaths you did my 


Aud proferr'd all your Empire for a Smile? 


Then, then my Freedom *rwas I did rehgn, 


"Though you ſtill fwore you would preſerve it mine, 


Aud ill it ſhall be fr, for from this Hour 
] vow to hate, and never fre yeu more. 
Nay, froven not, Philip, tor you ſoon flall know 
J cin reſent and rage as well us you. 
King. By Hell, her Pride's as raging as her Luf, 


Enter Carlos, and intercepts the —_—_— 

D. Car.— Hold, Sir, be juſt. 
Firſt look on me, whom once you call'd your Son; | 
A Title I was always proud to own. 

King. Good Festa fo merit this what have 1 done, d 
That ne too dares before my Sight appear? 

D. Car Why, Sir, where is the Caufethat I ſhould fear? 
Bold in my Innocence, I come to know 
The Reaſon, why you uſe this Princefs fo ? | 

King. Sure I ſhall find ſore way to raile this Siege: 
He talks as it *twere for his Privilege. 
Foul Raviſher of ali my Honour, hence. 
But ſtay : Guards, with the Queen fecure the Prince. 
Wherefore in my Revenge ſhould I be flow? 
Now in my Reach, I'll daſh em at a Blow. 
Enter Don John of Aufria, Eboli, Henrietta, and Garcia. 

D. John. | come, Great Sir, with Wonder here, to ice N 
Your Rage grown up to this Extremity | 
Agaiuſt your beauteuus Queen, and Loyal Son; c = 
D. Car. 


What is't that they to merit Chains have done ? 
Or is't your own wild J-atoutie alone ? 
King. O Auſtria, thy vain Enquiry ceaſe, 


My mighty Wrongs ſo loud an Accent bear, 
would make thee miſerable but to hear. 


* N IJ * 
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That Glance ſeems as it ſent his Heart to her. | 
1- [ Mfide to Garcia: 
ö D. Car. A Banquet then of Blood ſince you delign, 
Yet you may ſatisſie your ſelf with mine. 
I love the Queen, I have confefs'd tis true: 
Proud too to think I love her more than you; 
Though ſhe, by Heav'n, is clear —— but I indeed 
Have been unjuſt, and do deſerve to bleed. 
There were no lawleſs that I did want, 
Which Love had Pow'r to ask | 
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98 Don CanLOS 

Or if ar laſt I muſt my Breath ſobmit, 

Here take it, tie an Qffring at your Feet. 

Wilt you not !cok on me, my deareſt Lord? 
King Why? Wouwdft thou live? —— 
Queen. Yes, if you'll fay the Word. 


Dc. Oh Hearn! how coldly and unmov'd he fees 
- Beauty proſtrate on ber Knees! 


Madam —— [Steps to take her up. 
King. fold Ee croacher, touch her not: 
Into my Breaſt her C lances thick are ſhot. 
Not true! — Stay, let me ſee — by Hern thou xr 


FLooks earneſt'y on her. 


8 A fa'ſe vile Woman — ft my tooliſh Heart! 
I give thee Lie but from this time refrain, 
And never come into my Sight again: 
Be baniſh'd ever.. 
Aen. This you mult not do. 
At kaſt till Pre convir cd you I am True. 
Grant me but ſo much time, and when thu's done, 
If you think fir for ever Il be pore. 5 
Kimg. Pve all this while been angry. but in viin; 
She heats me firſt, then ſtroaks me tame 2g31n, 
Oh, wert thou true, how Happy ſhould I be! 
Think 'ſt thou that I have Joy ro part with thee ? 
No, all my Kingdom for the Bliſs l'd give: 
Nay, though it were nat fo, but to believe. 
Come, tor I can't avoid ir, cheat me quite. - 
neon. | would not, Sir, deceive you, if I might. 
Bur it you'll take my Oaths. by all above, | 
*Tis you. and only you that I will love. 
King. Thus as a Mariner that fails along, 
With Pleaſure hears th* enticing Siren's Song, 
Unable quite his ſtrong Deſiees to bound. 
Boldly leaps in, though certain to be drown'd. 
Come to my Boſom then, make no Delay 
oy 3 [Takes her in his Arms. 
My Rage is buſh'd., and I have room for Joy. 
Deen. Again you'll think that L unjuſt will prove. 
King. No, theu art all o'er Truth, and I all Lore. 
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King. Then from this Minute ne'cr ſee Carlos more. 
Thou Slave, that dar'ft do Ill with ſuch a Port, 

For ever here | baniſh thee my Court. | 

Within ſome Cloiſter lead a private Life, 

That I may love and rule without this Scrite, 

Here Eboli receive her to thy Charge: 

The Treafure's pre cuꝰ, and the Truſt is large. 

Whilſt I retiring hence, my ſelf make fir = 
To wait for Joys, which are too herce to meet. [Exit King. 

D. Car. My Exile from his Preſence | cen ber 
With Pleafurc : But, no more to look on- ber! 7 
On tis a dreadful Curſe I cannot bear. | 
No, Madam, all his Pow' r ſhall nothing do: 
pl ſtay and take my Baniſhment trom you. 

Do you command me. fee how far IN fly. 

Queen Will Carlos be at laſt my Enemy? 
Conuder, this Submiſſian l have ſhowa, 

More to preſerve your Safety than my own. 
Ungratefully you needleſs ways deviſa, 
To loſe a Life which I ſo dearly prize. 

D. Car. So now her Fortunes made, and 1 am le 
Alone, a naked — to — | | [ Hides 
Madam, might have ſpar d the Cruelty ; [Toche Quan 
Blefs'd 29 Sight I was prepar'd to = . 
But nowy to loſe it drives me to Deſpair, 


Making me wiſh to dic, and yet nor dare. - 


And never more into your Preſence come, 
Since I already find I'm trouble ſome. 


U 
Leen. Stay, Sir, yet ſtay: Vou ſhall not leave meſo. 
D. Car. Ha? 


Well, to ſome ſlirary Shore Ii] roam, 8 
15 going. 


— mult talk wi h-you vefore-you 
Oh Carlos, bow unhappy is our Stute? F . 
How foul a Game was play d us by our Fate? 
Wo promis'd fair when we did firſt begin. F C 
May 


Til envying to ſee us like to win, | 
Straight tell to Cheat, and threw che falſe Lot in. 
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Vows to you I now remember all. 
. Car. Oh Madam, I can bear no more— [Kneels, 
You ſhall. [ Kneels tos, 


For 2 chuſe but let you know, that J. 
If you'll reſolve on't, yet will with you die. 
R Car. Sure nobler Gallantry was never known, 
Good Heav'n ! This Bleffing is tco much for one: 
No, 'tis for me to die alone. 
My Father, all my Foes I now forgive. 

Deen. Nay, Sir, by all our Loves I charge you live. 
But to what Country, whereſoe'er you go, 
F not me, for lll remember you. 


D. Car. Shall I ſuch Virtue and ſuch Charms forget? 
No, never. 


I might have heard of you, and you of me: 

So towards Happineſs more ſafely mov'd; 

And never been thus wretched, yet have lov'd. 
What makes you look fo wildly ?—Why d'ye ſtart 


D. Car. A faint cold Damp is thick ning round my Heart, | 
ee. When Bald woe — F 
D. Car. Do any thing but part. 


Or ſtay fo till my Soul expires 
In ow 2 1 

. Eboli. In ſuch a Lover how might I be bleſs d! 
h! were I of that noble Heart poſſeſs'd, | 
Row ſoft how eaſie would I make his Bands 


But, Madam, you forget the King's Commands: 
* 


you'll renew. *: | 
never knew, > ] 


WM. 


| By Hope's deluding Meteor led a{tray : 
For ere Pye half the dang'cous Deſart croſs d, 
The glimm'ring Light's one gout, and 1 am 1:4. 


*" 
Nun. If it were had, that Hour would ſoon be gone, 

And we ſhould wiſh to draw'another on. 

No, rigorous Neceſſity has made 

Us both his Slaves, and now will be obey'd. 

Come, let us try the parting Blow to bear. 
arewel [ Looking at each other 
D. Car. F . Looking at 2 

I cannot ſti —— 

Denn. Shall | the Way then ſhow? 

Now hold, my Her. oy | 

[Gees to the Door, then flops, and turns bas% again. 


= Parxcrx of Syrarx. 


3 ay, Sir, why don't you go? 


D. Car. Why do you ſtay ? 

Queen. | won't. | | 

Dcr. — You ſhall a while [ Kneels, 
Wich one Look more my Miſeries begu'le 


Tube may ſupport my Heart till you are gone. 


Qucen. Oh Eboli! thy Help, or l'm undone, 
: [Takes bold on Eboli. 
Here take it then, and with it too my Life. | | 
| [ Leans into Eboli's Ann.. 
D. Car. My Courage with my Tortures is at Strife. 
Since my Griefs Cowards are, and dare not kill, 


Pit try to vanquiſh and out-toil the Ill. 


Well, Madam, now I'm fomething hardier grown: 
Since | at laſt perceive you muſt be gone, 


uo venture the Encounter I! be bold; [ Leads her to the Door. 
| Far certainly my Heart will ſo long hold. 


Farewell be Happy as y'are Fair and True. 
Veen. And all Heawn's kiucelt Angels wait on you. 
[ Exit with Ebolk 
D. Car. Thus long I've wander*d in Love's crooked Way, 


Eau Don Carlos. 


vol. I. F 4er 


"3 Don Cantos, 


ACT IV. SCENE 


SCENE The Anti-Chamber to the Queen's | 
| 


D. c. THE next is the Apartment of the Queen: 
| In vain I try, I muſt not venture in. an 
1 re 
Thus is it with the Souls of murder d Men, Return. ) 
Who to their Bodies would again repair; | ; | 

* 


But finding that they cannot enter there, 
Mourning and groaning wander in the Air. 
Robbed hm ore and as unjuſtly thrown | 
From all t Hopes that promis d me a Crown ; d 
My Heart, with the Diſhonour's to me done, 
Is poiſon'd, fwells too mighty for my Breaſt: 
But it will break, and I ſha'l be at Reſt. 
No: Dull Deſpair this Soul ſhall never load: 
Though Patience be the Virtue of a God, 
Gods never feel the Ills that govern here, 
Or are above the In juries we bear. | 
Father and King; both Names bear mighty 321 
Yet ſure there's ſomething too in Son and Prince. 
1] was born high, and will not fall leſs great; 
Lince Triumph crown'd my Birth, Pil have my Fate : 
As Glorious and Majeſtick too as that. 
To Flanders, Poſa, ſtraight my Letters ſend ; 
Tell em, the injur'd Carlos is their Friend: 
And that to head their Forces I defign; 
Sa vindicate their Cauſe, it they dare mine. 
: Poſa. To th Rebels? — _ 
D. Car. No, th are Friends; their Cauſe is juſt; 
Or, when I make it mine, at leaſt it muſt, ; 
Let th common Rout like Beaſts love to be dull, 
Whilſt ſordidly they live at Eaſe and full ; 


* 


er LS 


Seal. 
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Eboli. You muſt ſtay. 

D Car. What News of freſh Affliction can you bear? 
Eboli, Suppoſe it were the Queen; you'd ſtay for her? 
D. Car. For her? yes, ſtay an Age. tor ever ſtay; 

Stay ev'a ai Time it ſelf ſhould pais away,; 

Fix here à Statue never to remove, 

An everlaſting Monument of Love. 

Though, may a Thing ſo wretched as I am 


Zut the leaſt Place in her Remembrance claim ? 


Eboli, Yes, if you dare believe me, Sir, you do; 
We both can talk of ing elſe but you: 
Whilſt from the Theam ev'n Emulation ſprings, 
Each ſtriving who ſhall ſay the k indeſt things. 

D Car. But from that Charity I poorly live, 

Which only pities, and can nething give. 
Eboli, Nothing? Propeſe what 'tis you claim, and I. 
For cught you know, may be Security. | 

D. Car. No, Madam, what's my Due none c er can pay; 
There ſtands that Angel Honour in the way, 
Watching his Charge with never ſleeping Eyes, 
And ſtops my Entrance into Paradiſe. 
Eboli. What Paradiſe? What Pleaſures can you know, 
Whichare not in my Power to beſtow ? 
D. Car. Love, Love, and all thoſe eager melting Charms, 
The Queen mult yield when in my Father's Arms, 
That Queen, ſo excelleatly, richly Fair, 1 
Jove, could he come again a Lover here, 1 


Would court Mortality to cie for her. 
Oh, Madam, take not Pleaſure to renew 


Aeli. 


Do x CaxnlLos, - | 


WW Think you no Senſe I have 

may take your Leave: 
— to ſay; — let it die. 
D. Cav. Why, Madam, who has injur d you? Not I. 
oli. Nay, Sir, your Preſence 1 would not Cetzin. 
Alas! you do not hear that I complain. 

h could you half of my —_—_— 

Me hinks you ſhould encline to pity m 

D. Car. I cannot gueſs what — Tale you'd tell; 
But I am certain you prepare me well. 

Spezk, Madam | 

Eboli. Say I lov'd, and with a Flame 
Which even melts my tender Heart to name 
 Lov'd too a Man, I will not fay ingrate, 

Becauſe he's far above my Birth or Fate: 

Yet ſo far he at leaſt does cruel prove, 

He proſecutes a dead and hopeleſs Love, 

Starves on a barren Rock, and won't be bleſs d. 
Though I invite him kindly to a Feaſt. 

D. Car. What Rupid — could ſenſeleſs lie 
Quicken d by Beams trom that illuſtrious bye? 

Eboli. Nay, to encreaſe your Wonder, you ſhall know, 
That l, — am forc'd to tell him too, | 
Till ev'a I bluſh, as now | tell it you. 

D. Car. Tou neither ſhall have Cauſe of Shame or Fear, 
Whoſe Secrets ſafe within my Boſom are. 

Ebol;. Then farther I the Riddle may explain. 

Survey that Face, and blame me if yeu can, 
[ Shews him his own Picture. 

D. Car. Diſtraction of my Eyes? what have they leen? 
"Tis my own Picture, which I ſent the Queen 
When to her Fame I paid Devotion fir ft, 

Expecting Bliſs, but loſt it: I am curs's, 

Curs'd tuo in thee, who from my Saint dar'ſt ſteal 
The only Relick leit her of my Zeal; 

And with the Sacrilege attempt my Heart. 

Wert thou more charming than thou think'ſt thou art, 
Almighty Love preſerves the Fort for her, 

And bids Defiance to thy Entrance there. 


1060 
Ebolj. Unkindly 
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Zb oli. 
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Ebeli. Neglected? Scorn'd by Father and by Son?, 
What a malicious Courſe my Stars have run? 
But fince I meet with ſuch unlucky Fate 
In Love, Ill try how l can thrive in Hate: | 
My own dull Husband may aſſiſt in that. 

To his Revenge Vl give him freſh Alarms, 
And with the grey old Wiz1rd muſter Charms. 1 
I have'r; Thanks, Thanks, Revenge: Prince, hs, > 


Cin you forgive nte Sir? I hope you can. [To Carlos mildly. 

u try to recompence the Wrongs I've done, 

And better finiſh what is ill begun. 
D.Car. Madam, you at fo ſtrange a rate proceed. 

I ſhall begin to think you lov'd indeed. 

| Eboli, No matter; be but ro my Honour true, 

As you ſhall ever fiad I'll be to you. 


The Queen's my Charge, and you may, on that Score 


Preſume that you ſhall fee her yet once more. 
I lead you to thoſe ſo much worſhip'd Charms, 
And yield youu to my happy Rival's Arms. 

D. Car. In what a mighty Sum ſhall I be bound? 
did not think ſuch Virtue could be found. | 
Thou Miſtreſs of all beſt Perfections, ſtay: 

Fain I in Gratitude would ſomething ſay; 1 | 
But am too far in Debt for Thanks to pay. , 
Enter Don I hn of Auſtria. 

D. John. Where is that Prince, he whoſe Afflictions ſpeak 
So loud, as all Hearts but his own might break? 

D. Car. My Lord, what Fate has left me, I am here 
Mere Man, of all my Comfort ſtripp'd and bare. 
Once, like a Vine, I ff uriſſ d, and- was young, 


| Rich in my ripening Hopes that ſpoke me ſtrong: | 


But now a dry and wither'd Stock am grown, 

And all my Cluſters and my Branches gone. 
D. Jam. Amongſt thoſe Numbers which your Wrongs 

Than me there's none thit can reſent em more. [deploge; . 

I feel a gen'cous Grudging in my Breaſt, * 

To ſee ſuch Honour, and ſuch Hopes oppreſs d. I 

The King your Father is my Brother, true; 

But I fee more that's like _— in you, 

| 3 


non Don Carlo 
Free- born I am, and not on him depend | 


Oblig'd to none, bat whom 1 call my Friend ] 
And if that Title you-thiak fit to bear, | | 
Accept the Confirmation af it here. Embrace. 0 
D. Car. From you, to whom I'm by ſuch Kindneſs ty d, ' 
The Secrets of my Soul 1 will not hide. | 1 
This Princes has her Promiie giv'n, I 
in Sight of Heav'n; 1 
laſt Devotion pay : ! 
| 1 
! 
J 
' 
] 
! 
you 1 
| | 
2 would fink me quite, 
Queen once more, though but in ſpite; 
Though he with all bis Fury were in place, — 
J would careſs and court her 


0 
x = 


oy fully under him and free I play d. 
— in his Shine, and wanton'd in his Shade 


But now——— 

Cancelling all hate er be then conferr'd, 

Ne thruſts me out among the common Herd 

Nor quietly will there permit my Stay, 

But drives and haunts me like a Beaſt of Prey. . 

Affliction! O Affliction! tis too great, 

Nor have I ever learat to ſuffer yet. 

Though Ruin at me from each Side takes Aim. 

And | ſtand thus encompaſs'd round with Flame; 

Though the devouring Fire approaches faſt; | e » 

Vet will I try to plunge ; it Pow'r waſte, 

I can at worſt but nk, and burn at laſt. N 
[ Ex. Don Carlos. 


D. John. Go on, purſue thy Fortune while tis hoc: 
I long for Work where Honour's to be got. | 
But, Madam, to this Prince you're wond'rous kind. 
Eboli. You are not leſs to Henriet I find. 
D. John. Why ſhe's a Beauty, Tender, Young, and Fair. 
Eboli. I thought I might in Charms have equali'd her, 
You told me once my Beauty was not leſs. 
Is this your Faith? = "wy your Promile: ? 
D. John. You would ſeem jealous. but are crafty growne - 
Tax —＋ Falſhood to conceal your own, 
| Go, y are a Woman | 
' _ Eboli. Yes I know lam: 
And by my Weakneſs do deſerve that Name, 
' When Heart and Honour | to you reſign'd, 
Would I were not a Woman, or leis kind. 
| D. Fohn, Think you your Falſhood was not plainly feen 
When to your Charge my Brother gave the Queen? 
Too well I ſaw it; how did you dilpence 
la Looks your Pity to th' afflifted Prince? 
F — I __ — the King, your time 
4 ou watch'd, and fix d your melting Eyes on hi 
; Eboli. Yes, Sir, for his 
But twras with Pain, „ you 
| a 


| a” 


p | 
g 
) | 


falſe to me, 


£ 
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When to another's Eye Homage paid, 
And my true Love Les and neꝑlected laid. 
Wrong d too fo far as nothing can reſtore. 

D. Jahn. Nay, then let's part, and think of Love no more. 
Farewe . LD. John is going, 
Eboli. Farewel, if y'are reſolv'd to go. 

Inhuman Auſtria, can you leave me fo? 

my Soul is by your Falſhood rack'd: 
Add not to your Inconſtancy Neglect. 
Methir ks you fo far might have grate ſul prov'd, 
Not to have = ite forgutren that l low d. 

D. Fokn. If cer you lov'd, tis you, not I, forget. 
For a Remove is here too deeply fer, 
Firm rooted, and for ever muſt remain: [Ebcli turn: away, = 


o 
*% 
bo 


Why thus unkind ? 1 
Eboli. Why are you jealous then? Turn: to him. 
D. Fobn. Come, let it be no more! I'm hulh'd and flill! MV 

Will you forgive? A 

. : 
D. John. Then ſend me not away unbleſs'd. 
| Bboli. Till your Return I will not think of Ref þ 

Carlos will hither ſuddenly repair. f 

The next Apartment's mine; Ii] wait you there. * 

Farewcl. | [ Eboli ſeems to wee, | 
D. John. O do not let me fee a Tear; N 


It quenches Jay, and ſtifles Appe tite. 

Like War's fier ce God upon my Bliſs I'd prey; 

Who, from tke furious Toils of Arms all Day, 

Returning home to Love's fair Queen at Night, 

Comes riotous and hot with full Delight [Ex. D. John, 
oli. He as reap'd his Joys, and hey he would be tree, 8 


1 


And to effect it purs on Jealonſie. 
But I'm as much a Libertine as he; 

As fierce my Will, as furious my Defires, 
- Yet will hold him; though Enjoyment tires, 
Though Love and Appetite be at the beſt, 5 
He'll ferve, as common Meats fill up a Feaſt, 5 
And look like Plenty, though we never taſte, 


Enter 


PRINCE of SPAIN. 105 
Ibei News wi ee Young. 
4 there was always Muſick in thy Tongue, 

Beli. Thy Foes are tott' ring. and the Day's thy own. 
Give *em but one Lift now, and they go down. 
| Quickly to th* Ting, and all his Doubrs renew: 
ear diſturb'd. as if you ſomething knew 
Too difficult and dang'rous to relate, : 
Then bring him hither lab'rirg with the Weight. 
1 will take care that Carlos ſhall be here: 
$o for his jealous Eyes a Sig it prepare, 

Shall prove more fatal than Med Head, 
And he more Moaſter ſeem than ſhe eer made. 
Enter King attended. 

King. Still how this Tyrant Doubt torments my Breaſt! 
When ſhall I get th Ulurper diſpo ſfeis d? 

My Thoughts, like Birds hen trigh:ed fi om their Reſt, 3 

Around the Place where all was huſu'd before, 

Flutter ; and hardly ſettle any more —= 

Ha, Gomez, what art thou tus muſing on? [Sres Gomez. 
R. Go. I'm thinking what it is to have a Sn. 

What mighty Cares, and what :tempetluaus Striſe 

Attend on an unhappy Father's Life? 

How Children Bleſſings feem, but Torments are; 

When young, our Folly; and when old, our Fear. 

Ring. Why doit thou bring theſe odd Re flectioas here? 
T:iou enyieſt ſure the Quiet vhich I bear. 

R Go. No, Sir, I jy 1 ih Exfe which you poſſeſs, 

And wiſh you never may have Cauſe tor leſs. | 

King. Have Cauſe tor l:{s! come nearer; thou art fad, - 
And lodk'ſt as thou would'ſt tell me that I had. 
Now, now I feel it riſing up again 
Speak quickly. where is Carlos? Where the Queen ? 

What, not a Word? Have my Wrongs ſtruck tace dumb? . 
Or art thou ſwvoln and labouring with my Doom, 8 
Yet dar'ſt not let the fatal Secret come? 

R. Go. Hewi great lufirmities to Age allo's: 
Pm old, and have a thouſind doting Thoughts. 
Seek not to know em, Sir. 

King. By Heuv'n 1 mult. 
A. Gs. Nay, I wou! _ Py Com pu ſi n juſt. 
i | 


ng. 
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But fo much Goodneſs i th Requeſt I find, | 
Spite of my felt I'll for thy fake be kind. 19 
His Pardon's feal'd; the Secret now declare. | 
R. Go. Alas! *tis only that I faw him here | 
King. Where? With the Queen! Yes, yes, tis ſo, I'm ſure; , 
Never were Wrongs ſo great as I endure. 
So great, that they are grown beyond Complaint, 
For halt my Patience might have made a Saint. 
Oh Woman! Monſtrous Woman! | 
Did I for this into my Breaſt receive 4 
The promiſing repenting Fugitive? | | 
Bu', Gomez. | will throw her back again; 
And thou ſhalt ſee me ſmile, and tezr her then. 
Fu cruſh her Heart, where all the Poiſon 1 es, 
Till, when the Venom's out, the Viper dies. | 
R. Go. They the beſt Method of Revenge purſue, ö 
Who fo contrive that it may Juſtice ſhew ; = 1 
Stay *rill their Wrongs appear at ſuch a Head, 23 
That Innocence may have no Room to plead, 
2 99 Sir, at leaſt a while delay; 
the Prince may come again this way, 1 
n withdraw, * — — — 11 
King. And when he's fix'd, be ſure bring word to me, 
"Till then Fil bridle Vengeance, and retire, 
Withia my Breaſt ſuppreſs this angry Fire, 
Till to my Eyes my Wrongs themſelves diſplay ; 
Then, like  Faulcon, gently cut my Way, 7 
And wich my Pounces ſeize th unwary Frey. 
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And find Revenge will have a Feaſt to Night. 


Though thy decliaing Years are in they Wane, 
I can perceive there's Yuurh flill in thy Brain. ö 


Weary'd withal, I panting hither fly, 


| Tell me: If not, why do you then upbraid ? 


, PIN en of Svath. 1807 
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O how freſh Fears aſſault me every 

1 hear that Carlos is a Priſoner made. 
Eboli. No, Madam, he the Orders diſobey d; 

And boldly owns for Flanders he intends, 

To head the Rebels, whom he tiles his Friends. 

But ere he goes, by me does humbly fue, 

That he may take his laſt Farewel of you. 

Queen. Will he then force his Deſtiny at laft ? 

Hence quickly to him, Eboli, make haſte: 

Tell him, I beg his Purpoſe he'd delay, 

Or if that can't his Refolution ſtay, 


Say I have ſworn not to ſurvive the Hour 


In which I hear that he has left this Shoar. 
Tell him, Pve gain'd his Pardon of the King. 55 
Tell him —— to ſtay him —— tell him any thing. —- 

Eboli. One Word f om you his Duty would reftore:; 
And though you promis'd ne'er to fee him more, 
Methinks you might upon fo juſt a Score. 
But fee, he's here 

Euter Don Carlos. 

D. Car. Run out of Breath by Fate, 

And pzrſecured by a Father's Hate, 


T 
To lay my felf dowyn at your Feet, and die. Ia | 


[ Kneels, and kiſſes her Hands. 
Queen. Oh too unhappy Carlos! Yet unkind ? 
Gait you what Harms have ever I deſign'd, 
That you ſhould with ſuch Violence decree 
Ungratetully at laſt to murder me? | 
D. Car. Pour all thy Curſes, Heav'n, upon this Head, 


- For I've the wortt of Vengeance merited, 


That Lon I impudently live to hear 

My felf upbraided of a Wrong to her. [He viſtss. 
Says has your Honour been by me berray'd ? 7 
Or have I Snares t' entrap your Virtue laid ? 4 


Dor eres, 
Quan. You will notknow th Afflictions which you give; 
n 
I by our Vows conjut d it; but I fee, 

Forgetting them, unmind ful too of me, 

Regardleis, your own Ruin you deſign, 

Though you are ſure to purchaſe it with mine. 

D. Car. L. as you bad me live, obey d with Pride, 

h it was harder far than to have dy d. 

But Loſs of Liberty my Life diſdains: 

Theſe Limbs were never made to ſuffer Chain: 

My Father ſhould have ſingled out ſome Crown, 

And bidden me go conquer t for my own: 

He ſhould have ſeen vrhat Carlos would have done. 

But to proſeribe my Freedom, firk me low 

To baſe Conſinement, where no Comforts flow; 

Bur black Deſpair, that foul Tormenter, lies; 

With all my preſent Load of Miſeries; 

Was to my Soul too violent a Smart, 

And raus d the ſleeping Lion in my Heart. 
Dneen, Yet then be kird; your angry Father's "I 


© 


„ — 88888 


. ²˙ Tear 9+ , * 


I know, the leaſt Submiſſion will aſſwyage 
You're hot with Youth, he's chclerick with Age. 
To him, and put a true Obedience on; 
Be humble, and expreſs your ſelt a Son. 
Carlos, I beg it of you: Will you not? 
D. Car. Methinks tis very hard; but yet Vil do't. 
I muſt obey whatever you prefer, | 
Knowing y'are all Divine, and cannot err. 
For if my Doom's unalt'rable, I ſhall 
This way at leaft with leſs Diſhonour fall : 
And Princes leſs my Tameneis thus condemn, 
When I for you ſhall ſuffer, though by him. 
Jueen. la my Apartment further we'll debate 
Ot this, and for a happy Iſſue wait. 
Your Preſence there he cannot ciſapprove, 
When it ſhall fpeak your Duty, and my Love. 
| _ - [Ex-Car. and Dueen. 
Enter Rui-Gomez. 

Eboli. Now, Gomez, triumph; all is ripe; the Toil 
Has caught em, and Fate faw it with a Smile, ' 
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open now thy Book, and ſet em down : 
| mark'd 'em for thy own, | 

Enter King, and Poſa as 4 diſlanct. 
My Lord the King? , 


King. Where is he? 
R. Go. With the Queen, | 
King. Now ye that dwell in everlaſting Fame, 
And keep Records of all ye mean to damn, 
4 Shew me, if mongſt your Prefidents there e er 
Was ſeen a Son like him, or Wife like her. 
Hark, Gomez. didſt not hear th Internals groan? - 
Huſh, Hell, a little, and they are thy own. 
 Poſa. Who ſhould they be? The King aud Gomez, ſure. 
| [ Mt 4 diſtance. 
Methinks I wiſh that Carlos were ſecure. 
For Flanders his Diſpatches I've prepar'd. 
King. Who's there? "Tis Poſa, —— to their Luft. 
| Drawing near to Pola, 
Now, Gomez, to his Heart thy Dagger thruſt; h 
In the Purſuic of Vengearce drive it far : | 
Strike deep, and if thou canſt, wound Carlos there. 
R. Go. I'll do't as cloſe as happy Lovers kiſs. 
May he ſtrike mine, it of his Heart I mils. , | 
Thus. $i: | [Stabs him. 
Poſs. Ha, Gomez! Villain! thou haſt done 
Thy worſt: But yer I would not die alone: | 
Here Dog [Stabs at him. 
R. Go. So brick? Then take it once again. * 
[ 45 they are ſlruggling, the Diſp sches fall ont of Poſa's Beam. 
"Twas ovly, Sir, to put you out of Pain, 
%% him agaip, and Poſa falls. 


Don Cant 08, * 
King, 


{but Life too far is güne: 
bo 1 ra, 
What are theſe? 


akes up the Diſpatcher, 
For Flanders! With the Prince's Signet Card 
Here's Villany has yet been unreveaP'd. 


See, Gomez; Practices againſt my Crown [Shew: em him. 


Treaſon and Luft have joln'd to pull me down. 
Let Rill 1 ſtand like a ſturdy Rock, 
Whilſt they but ſplit themſelves with their own ſhock. 
But I too long delay : give word I come. 
R. Go. What, boa! within; the King is nigh, make room. 
The SCENE draws, and diſcovers Don John and Eli 
embracing. 
King. Now let me. if I can, to Fury add, 
That whea 1 Thunder I may ſtrike em dead. 
| [ Looking earneſtly on em. 
Ha————Gomer! on this Truth depends thy Lite. 
Why, that's our Brother Auſtria! 
R. Go. And my Wife! | 
ing cloſe. Whilſt I was buſie grown 
In others Ruins, here I've met my own. 
Oh! had I periſh'd e er 'twas underſtood. 
King. This is the Neſt where Luft and Falſhood brood. 
Is it not admirable?——{Ex. D. Job n and Eboli embracing. 
Ten thouſand Devils tear the Sorcereſs— a 
King. But they are gone, and my D ſhonour's near. 
| Enter Den Carlos and Queen diſcoutſing. 
Look, my inceftuous Son and Wife appear. 
See, Gomez, how ſhe languiſhes and dies. 
_ Sdeach! there are very Pulſes in her Eyes. 
D. Carlos approaches the King. 
D Car. In Peace, Heav'n ever guard the King trom Harms; 
In War, Succeſs and Triumph crown his Arms; 
Till all the Nations of the World ſhall be 
Humble and 22 at his Feet like me. [ Kneel;, 
1 hear your Fury has my Death defign'c; | 
Though Fve deierv d the worſt, you may be Kind: 


repens, and warns me. Yes, 
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See here my Honour and thy Duty's Stains. 
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And dcubly curs'd be that unheppy | 

In which | purchas u Torment with Delight. x 
D. Car. Thus then 1 lay aſide all rights of Blood. { Riſes boldly. 

My Mother curs d? She was all Juſt and Good. 

Tyrant! too good t ſtiy with thee below, 

And therefgre's bleis d, and reigns above thee now. 

Submiſſion? which way got it Eatrance here! 

King. Pe: haps it came ere Treaſon was aware. 


Thy traiterous Deſign's now come to Light, 


Too great and horrid to be hid in Night. 


Fre paid your Secretary for his Pains. 
He waits you there, to Council with him go, 
[Shews Poſa's Body... 


Ask what Intelligence from Flanders now. 


D. Car. My Friend here ſlain, my faithful Poſa tis. 
Good H-av'n! what have I done to merit this? 
What Temples ſack'd. what Deſolations made, 


To pull down ſuch a Vengeance on my Head? 


This, Villain, was thy work: What Friend of thineſ To Go, 
Did Leer wrong, that thou ſhouldit murder mine? | 
but l rake care it ſhall not want Rewarc— FfDraws, 
K nz. Courage, my Gomez, fince thy King's thy Guard, 
Come, Rebel, and thy Villanies fulll. 
D. Car. No; though unjuſt, you are my Father ſtill; 
And from that Title muſt your Safety own, 
"Tis that which awes my Hand, and not your Crown. 
Tis true, all there contain'd I had deſign d: 
To ſuch a height your Jecaleuſfie was grown, 
It was the only way that I could find 
To work your Peace, and to procure my on. 
King. Thinking my Youth and Vigour to decreiſe, 
You'd (ae me of my Crown to give me Peace. 


Don CarxLos, 

D. Car. Alas! you fetch your MiſcenſtruQtions far: 
The Injuries to me, and Wrongs to her, 5 
Were much too great for Empire to repair. 


Depriv'd me of a Son's and Prince's Right, 
Branded my Honour, and purſu'd my Life, 
My Duty long with Nature was at Strife. 
Not that I fear d my Memory or Name 
Could ſuffer by the Voice of common Fame; 
A thing l ſtill eſteem beneath my Pride: 


Prom all I ever honcur'd, ever lov'd: 
There in your right hoping | might compleat, 

ght of my Wrongs, ſome Action truly great. 

by my Faith and Sufferings to out-wear 

Your Hate, and ſhun that Storm which threaten' d here. 
Dneen. And can this merit Hate? be would forgo 
The Joys and Charms of Courts to purchaſe you, 
Baniſh — and ſtem the dang ' rous Tice 
Of Lawleſs Outrage, and Rebellious Pride. 

King. How evenly ſhe pleads in his Defence! 
So blind is Guile when twould ſeem Innocence. 
She thinks her Softneſs may my Rage diſum. 0 


No, Sorcereſs, you're miſtaken in your Charm, 
And whilſt you ſooth, do but aſſiſt the Storm. 
Do, take full view of your tall able Slave; 


5 


Queen looking on Carlos. 


Look hard; it is the laſt yc u' re like co have. | 
D. Car. My Life or Death are in your Pow'r to give. 
King. Yes, and thou dy ſt. | 
D. Car. Not *ull ſhe give me leave. 

She is the Star that rules my Deſtiny: 

Ard whilſt her Aſpect's kind, I cannot die. 

Queen. No, Prince, for ever live, be ever bleſ.'d. 


King. Yes, I will ſend him to's Eterhal Reit. 


Ob 


| 
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Oh! had I took the Journey long ago, : 
I ne'er had known the Pains that rack me now, 
Oueen. What Pains? what Racks? [ Approaching him. 


KG Avoid, and touch me nor. 


1 ſee thee foul, all one — — 
Thy broken Vows are in thy guilty Face. 
2 Have I then in your Pity left no place? 


EK. Oh! thus it was you drew me in betore, 


With Promiſes vou ne'er wou'd fee him more. 


gut now your ſubtleſt Wiles too weak are grown, 


Tre gotten Freedom, and I'll keep my own. 
Veen. May you be ever free; but can your Mind 

Conceive that any li] vras here defign'd ? 

He hither came only that he might ſhow 

Obedience, and be reconcil'd to you. 

You ſaw his bumble and dutiſul Addreſs. 
King. But you betore-hand ſign'd the happy Peace. 

Enter Eboli. 
Oh Princeſs, thank you for the Care you take. 


Tell me how got this Monſter Entrance? ſpeak. 


Eboli. Heav'n witneſs *twas without my Knowledge done. 
R. Go. No, ſhe had other Bus neſs of her own. ¶Aſide. 
Oh ßlood and Murther! 
King. All are falſe: A Guard. 


Enter Guard. 
Seize on that Traitor | [To Carlos. 
D. Car. Welcome; 'm prepar d— 
Deen. Stay, Sir, let me die too. I can obey. 
King. No, thou ſhalt live. [ Seemingly kinds 
By Heav'a, | ut nor a Day. LAſide 


I a Revenge fo exquiſite have fram'd, 
She unrepenting dies, ard fo ſhe's damn'd. 

Hen, It ever Pity could your Heart engage, 
It Cer you hope tor Bleſſings on your Age, 
Incline your Ears to a poor Virgin's Pray'r. 

King. I dare not venture thee, thou art too Fair. 
What wou''dlt thou fay ? 
| Hen. Deſtroy e in one Man, | 
More Vizcac kan the World can boaſt again. 
View him the eldeſt Pledge of your firſt Love, 
Your Virgin- Joys; that may ſome Pity move... 


King. Fond Girl, away. 
By Heav'n, Fil kill thee elſe. Still dar'ſt thou flay ? 
Cannot Death terrifie thee ? 

Hen. ao; for ], | 
If you refuſe me, am refolv*d to die. | 


D. Car. Kind Fair one, do not waſte your Sorrows here 


On me, too wretched, and not worth a Tear. 


There yet for you are mighty Joys in lore, 
When 1 in Duſt am laid, — 


Ob Madam [To the Gusen. 


Deen. Oh my Carlos! muſt you die 
For me? no Mercy in a Father's Eyc? 
D. Car. Hide, hide your Tears, into my Scul they dart 
A Tendernefs that misbecomes my Heart: 
Fer fince I muſt, I like a Prince would fall, 
And to my Aid my manly Spirits call. TN 
Queen. You, like a Man, as roughly as you will 
May die, but let me be a Woman ſtill, [ Weep s, 
_ Kang, Th'art Woman, a true Copy of the ff, 
In whom the Race of all Mankind was curs'd. 
.— Sex by Beauty was to Heav'n ally d: Bo, 
at Lord, the Devil, taught you Pride. 
He oy A till he durſt - 4 
And you are ſure the Stars that with him fell. 
Weep on; a Stock of Tears like Vows you have, 
And always ready when you would deceive. 5 
een. Cruel! Inhuman! Oh my Heart! why ſhould 
I throw away a Title that's ſo good, | 
On one a Stranger to whate'cr was fo? 
— 14 m iow. and know not what to do. 
juſt Reſentment of my Wrong's fo great 
dy Spirits fink beneath the heavy weight. * 
e {Ready to fink with Paſſion. 


Tyrant, 


__ | 
1 ever took, | | 
| * Car. No watt Monarch of the Eaft, 
in all the Glories of his Empire drefs'd 
Was ever halt fo rich, or half fo bleis d. | 
But from foch Bliſs how wretched is the Fall! 
They too like us muſt die, and leave it all. 
Xing. All this before my Face? what Soul could bear't ? 
Go force her from him. [Offer approaches; 
D. CW .. — Slave, *rwill coſt chy Heart. - 
Tu'adſt better meet a Lion on his way, 
And from his hungry Jas reprize the Prey. 
She's Miſtreſs of my Soul, and to prepare 
My felf for Death, I mult conſult with her. . 
R. Go. Have pity=—— [ Ironically, 
King. Hence! How veretchedly he rules, 
That's fery'd by Cowards, and advis'd by Fools. 
Oh Torture & 
D. Car ——Rouze, my Soul, conſider now, 
That to thy bliſsful Manſion thou muſt go. 
But I fo mighty Joys have taſted here, 
I hardly ſhall have Senſe of any there, 
Oh ſoft as Bloſſoms, and yet fweeter far! RS 
Leaning on her Boſom, 
$weeter than lacence which to Heav'n aſcends, | | 
Though tis prefented there by Angels Hands. 
King. Sill in his Arms? Cowards, go tear her forth; 
D. Car. You'll ſooner from its Center ſhake the Earth: 
Fil hold her faſt till my laſt Hour is nigh; 
Then l'll bequeath her to you when I die. 
King. Cut off his Hold! or any thing 
D Car. —— Ay come; 
Here kill, and bear me hence into my Tomb. 
Id have my Monument erected here, 5 
With broken mangled Limbs ſtill claſping her. 
Queen. Hold, and Pll quit his Arm — 
I Guard: offer their Axes. 
King. 
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"rs Do Carlos, 


Stay, unhappy : 
Turn, turn! O Torment! muſt I leave you ſo? 
No, ſtay, and take me with you where you go. 


Ohorrid T ![Guards are mg Carlos 
Queen. C Tyrant? burrying of. * 


D. c. Hark, Slaves, my Goddeſs ſummons me to ſtay, | 


Dogs! have you Eyes, and can you diſobey ? 
See her? Oh let me but juſt touch my Bliss. 


King. By Hell he ſhan't: Slaves, are 3c mine or his? 
Queen. My Life—. = 
D. Car. My Soul, tarewe! oom_— ; 
Queen. —He's gone, he's gone. Exit Carlos. 
Now, Tyrant, to thy Rage I'm left alone. 
Give me my Death, that hate both Lite aud thee. 
King. I know thou doſt; yet live. 
Dneen.— Miſery [Throws her ſelf on 1% Fler. 
Why. was I born to be thus curs'd ? or why | 
Should Life be forc'd, when tis ſo ſweet to die? 


King. Thou, Woman, haſt been falſe; but to renew 
Thy Credit in my Heart, aſſiſt me now, [ To Eboli, 
Prepare a Draught of Poiſon, ſuch as will 
In a Diſguiſe his nce will ſupply: 
So glut my Rage, and ſmiling ſee ber die. c 

Eboli. Your Me jeſty ſhall be obey'd mmm 
Still charming Beauty triumphs in her Eyes; 

Yet for my Honour and my Reſt 22 V 


Act flow, and by degrees of Torment kill. 
Give it the Queen, and to prevent all Senſe 
Of dying tell her Pye releas'd the Prince, 
And that e er Morning he'll attend her. I 
R. Go. Do. work thy Miſchiefs to theirjlaſt degree. 

And when th'are in their height I'll murther thee. [A 
Ving. Now, Gomez, ply my Rage, and keep it hot: 
Oer Love and Nature | ve the Conqueſt got. 
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[Exennt Queen and Women. | 


But, oh! what eaſe can J expect to get, 
When I mult purchaſe at ſo dear a Rate? [Exennt Ones. 


The Scene ſhuts, | 


[ Preſſing forwark, 
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Enter King, ſolus. 
Is Night; the Seaſon when the Happy take 
Xing p ＋ and only Wretches are awake 
* Now diſcontented Ghoſts begin their Rounds, 
+ © Punt ruin'd. Buildings and unwholſome Grounds; 
k Or atthe Curtains of the Reſtleſs wait, 
| To frighten em with ſome fad Tale of Fate, 
When I would reſt, | can no Reſt obtain: 
The Ils I've born ev'a o'er my Slumbers reign, 
* And in ſad Dreams torment me o'er ag2in. 
The fatal Bus'nels is Cer this begun: 
pm ſhockt, and ſtart to think what I have done, 
But II forget how I that Philip am, 
So much tor Conſtancy renown'd by Fame: 
Who through the Progreſs of my Life was ne' er 
By Hopes tranſported, or depreſs d by Fear. 
, | No, it is gone too far to he recall'd, 
le And Stediaiinefs will make the Act exto d. 
| Enter Eboli in a Night-Gown. 
Who? Eboli? 
Eboli, My Lord. 
King. Is the Deed done? : 


. 


. A 


Ebel;, Tis, and the Queen to ſeek Repoſe is gone. 
King, Can ſhe expect it, who allow'd me none? 
No, Ebols; her Dreams muſt be as full 

Ot Horror, and as Helliſh as her Soul. 
; Does ſhe believe the Prince has Freedom gain d? 
Dial. She dces. 

King, How were the Tidings entertain d? 

Eboli, O'er all her Face young wandring Bluſhes were, 
duch as ſpeak Hopes too weak to conquer Fear 


| But when confirm'd, no Lover cer {» kind: 

„ |} Se clalp'd me faſt, careſs d, and call'd me Friend. 
Which Opportunity I took, to give 

„ | The Poidon; and *ill Day he cannor live, 

s, 1 9 | 
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ance y fin; 
*Fwould be imperfet, ſhauld I l. ſe the Sight. 
But to contrive that I may not be known, 


"Till Carlos ſhall with Liberty return. rie. 
King. Oh ſtedfaſt Sin! incorrigib'e Luſt ! 
Not damn d! it is impo ſſible; ſhe muſt. 
How do l long to ſee her in her Pains, | 
The pois nous Sulphur rowling through her Vein; ? 
| Enter D. John and Attendants. 
Who's there? my Brother? 
D. Fokn. Tee, Sir, and your Friend. 


What can jour Preſen ce here fo late intend? 


King. Oh, Avſtris, Fate's at work; a Deec's in hand 
Will put thy Youthful Courage to a ſtand. 
Survey me; do I lock as heretofore ? 


D. Fohn. Tculook like King of Spain, and Lord of Pow's: | 


Like one who ſtill ſeeks-Glory on the Wing: 
You look. as | would do, were I a King. 

King, A King! why I am mere, I'm all that can 
Be counted miſerable in a Man. | 
But thou ſhalt fee how calm anon I'll grow: 

I'll be as happy and as gay as thou. | 

D. John. No, Sir, my Happineſs you cannot have, 
Whilſt to your abject Paſſions thus a Slave. 

To know my Eaſe you Thoughts like mine muſt bring, 
Be ſomerhing leis a Man, and more a King, 

King. Lm growing fo. Tis true, that long I ſtrove 
With pleading Nature, combated with Love, | 
Thoſe Witchcrafts that had bound my Soul fo faſt; 

But now the Date of the Enchantment's paſt, 
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To mount a Throne o'er Battlements Id climb, 


The mighty Value of fo brave a Son? 
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as court in bloody Fields and Arms: 


But in my Nephew's Wrong 1 Av decline, 
Since he muſt be extinguiſh dete I ſhine, 


Where Death ſhould wait on me, not I on him. 
Did you e'er love, or have you ever known 


King. | gueſs d I ſhould be treated thus before; 
I know it is thy Kindneſs, but no more. 
Thou living free, alas! art eaſie grown, 
And thin k'ſt all Hearts as honeſt as thy own: 
D. John. Not, Sir, ſo eaſie, as I mult be bold, 
And ſpeak what you perhaps would have untold; | 
That y'are a Slave to th vileſt that obey, 2” 
Such as Diſgrace on Royal Favour lay, I 
And blindly follow, as they lead aftray : 
Voracious Varlets, fordid Hangers on, 
Beſt by Familiaricy th are known, 
Yet (brink at Frowns, but when you ſmile they fawn, 
Tr'are theſe have wrong'd you, and abus'd your Ears, 
Poſſels'd your Mind with falſe miſ-grounded Fears. | 
King, Miſgrounded Fears? Why, is there any Truth 
In Womens Vows, or diſobedient Youth ? 
I ſooner would believe this World were Heav'n, 
Where I have nought but Toils and Torment met, 
And neyer Comfort yet to Man was given. 
But thou ſhale ſee how my Revenge I'll treat. 


no Don CE ARLOS, 


The SCENE daw:, and diſcovers the 
' Mynrning on her Conch, with a Lamy d 


| Wr.cok where ſhe fits, as quiet and ſerene, 
As if ſhe never bad a Thought of Sin; 
In Mourning, ber wreng'd Innocence to ſhew 
Sb as ſworn't ſo oft that ſhe believes it true. 
Oferwhelm'd with Sorrovy ſhe'll in Darkneſs dwell: 
So we have heard of Witches in a Cel], 
Treating with Fiends, and making Leagues with Hell. 
[The Quen riſes, and comes towards him. 
Aen. My Lord! Prince Carlos? may it be beliey'd? 
Are 5 my Eyes bleſs d? and am I not deceiv'd ? 
King. My Queen, my Love, l'm here =— EMbraces her, 
Que. My Lord the King? 
This is ſurprizing Kindneſs which you bring. 
Can you believe me innocent at lat? 
Merhinks my Griefs are balf already paſt. 
| O Tongue, in nothing practis'd but Deceit! 
Too well ſhe knew him, not to find the Chea:, 
Yes, vile inceſtuous Woman, it is I, 
The King; look on me well, deſpair, and die. 
Why had you not pronaunc'd my Doom n 
Since to Affliction could add no more? 
Methinks Death is welcome, wien I find 


— 
You could but counterfeit a Look that's kind. 

King. No, now thiart fit for Death: Had I believ'd 
Thou could't have been more wicked, thou hack 1d. 
Liv'd and gone on in Luſt and Riot fill; 

But I perceiv'd thee early ripe for Hell: 
And that of the Reward thou might't not miſs; 5 


This Night th'aft drank thy Bane, th art Puiſon'd; yes, 
Tucu ert — 


Then welcome Everlaſting Bliſs. 
But exe 1 die, ler me here make a Vow, 
By Heav'n, ard all 1 hope for there, I'm true. ' 
King. Vows you had always ready when you ſpoke; 
How many of 'em bave you made, and broke? 
Yet there's a Power that dees your Falſhood hear, 
A juſt one too, ttt os * 


How 
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nos comes it that above ſuch Mercy d wells, 
ü To permit Sin, and make us Infidels? 

Queen. You have been ever ſo to all that's Good, 
My Innocence had elſe been underſtood. | - ” 
At firſt your Love was nothing but your Pride. 
When I arriv'd to be the Prince's Bride, 

You then a kind indulgent Father were: 4 
Buc finding me unfortunately Fair, 
Thought me a Prize too rich to be poſſeſs'd 
By him, and forc'd your ſelf into my Breaſt: 
Where you maintain'd an unreſiſted Por; 
Not your own Diughrer could have lov'd you more, 
'Till conſcious of your Age, my Faith was blam'd, 
And I a lewd Adultereſs procliim'd, | 
Accus d of fouleſt Iaceſt with your Son, 

What more could my worſt Enemy haye done? 

King. Nothing, I hope; I woc not have it Cid, 

| Thatin my Vengeance any Fault I made. g 
Cove me? oh low Pretence! too fecb'y built! 7 
But tis the conſtant Fault of dying Guilt, 
Eon to the laſt to cry thre Innocent; 
When their Deſpair's ſo great, they can't repent. 
3 Queen Thus having urg'd your Malice to the Head. 

Tou tpitcfuily are come to fail me dead. 
Had I been Man, and had an impious Wife, 
With ſpeedy Fury l'd have ſnatch'd her Lite; 
| Torn a broad Paſſage open to her Heart, 

| And there have ranſack d each polluted Part; 

5 Triumph i'd and laugh'd t'have feen the uing Flood, 
And wantonly have bath'd my Hands in Blocd. 
| That had out done the low Revenge you bring, 


F. ww 


Much fitter for a Woman than a King, 

_ Ring, I'm glad I kno what Death you'd wiſhto have, 
You wou'd go down in Silence to your Grave; 2 
Remag@from future Fame, as preſent Times, 
And ry with you if you could your Crimes. 
No, Ie my Juſtice underſtood, 

Proclaim thy Falſhood and thy Luſt aloud. 
Queen. About it then, the noble Work begin; 
be proud and boaſt how cruel you have been. 
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= how a Monarch's Glory twill advance! 
aickly let it reach as Ears of France. 
re a Royal Brother that is young, 
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Who'll certainly revenge his Siſter's Wrenp; | 

Into thy Spain 2 mighty Army bring, l 

Tumble thee from thy Throne a wretched thing, | 

And make thee quite forget thou e'er wert King 
„ King. I neer had Pleaſure with her till this Night 

The Viper finds ſhe's cruſh'd, and fain would bite. : 

Oh! were he here, and durſt maintain that Word, ; 

I'd like an Eagle ſeize the callow Bird, 

And gripe him '«ll the Daltard Craven cr; — 

1 Then throw him panting by his Siiter's $:4 | 
[ Queen. Alas! 1 faint and fink; my Lots, your Hand: 4; 
My Spirits fail, and | want Streng bh to tand. 1 H 
0. John. Oh Jealoutic ! "NY 
A Curie which none but he that bezes knows, 
ALLE ber 16 4 Cy ar, 
80 rich a Treaſure who wou'd re to ate! 

Kung. The Fo ion works, Heay'n grant there were e. 
She is 10 toul, the may be Poiſon proc”. [:9agh; 
Now. my falle fair n.... 

Queen. T) rant, hence be gone, 
This Rour's my lit, and let it be y own, 
Away, away; I would not leave the Light 
Wich ſuch a hated Object in my Sig. 
King. No, I will tay, and ern thy Pray z prevent; 
I would not give thee leiſure to repent; 
But jet thy Sins l in one Threng combine 
To 2 thy Soul, as thou hat tortur 4 mine, 
Oueen. Glut then your Eyes „ vour Tyr Fam: Fury © 
And Triumph; but remember, when I'd A 
Hereafter on your dying Pilicws you 
May feel thoſe Tortures which you pive me dom. 
Go on, your worſt Reprozches I can bear, 
And with em all you fhali not force a Tear, 

King. Thus, Auſtria, my loſt Freedom I obtain, 

And once more ſhall appear my felf again. 
Love held me faſt, whilſt like a toolifh Boy. 
Jof the thing was fond becauſe t was gay; 
But gow I've thrawn the giudy Toy away, 
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oli. Help, Murther, helf [Eboli within, 
King——5See, Auſtria whence that Cry: 
Call up our Gnard-, there may be Danger nigh. [ Enter Guard. 
Euter Biboli in her Ni, ht-dreſ, wounded and bleeding ; 
Rut-Gomerz purſuing Her. 
Eboli Oh! guard me trom that cue! Murtherer, 
But tis in vain, the Steel has gone too far. 
Torn. wre ched King, lee ſomething to unfold; 


Nor can I die till the ſad Secret's told. 


King. The Woman's mad; to fome Apartment by 
Remove her, where ſhe may grow tame and die. 
Fate came abroad to Nigh-, refoly'd to range. 
love à kind Companion in Revenge. [ Hugs R Co. 
Poli. It in your Heart Truth any Favour wins, 

If Cer you would repent ot ſecret Sins, 
Hear me a Word. | 
King, — What would'ſt thou fay ? ge brief, 
Eboli. Do what vou can to iave that precivus Life; 
Try ev'ry Arr that may her Death prevent; 
You are abus d, and ſhe is innocent. 
When | perceiv'd my Hopes of you wrre vain, 
Led by my Luft I practis d al my Charms 
To gain the Prince, Don Carios, to my Arms. 
But there too crots d, I did the Purpote change, 
And Pride made him my Engine for Revenge; | To R. Go, 
Taug'it him to raile your growing ſealouſic.; 
Then my wild Pilion at this Prince did il 1 D.. 
Ard that was done tor which Ino muſt die. 
Ting. la, Gomez! ſpeak. and quickly; is it {9 ? 
R. Gs. m forry you ſhaud doubt it't be or no. 
She, by wiſe Liſt my Honour was betray'd, 
Cannot want Malice now to take my Head; 
And raerefore ones this Penitence pretend. 
Eci. On Auſtria, take away that ugly Fiend: 
He {miles 414 mocks me, wai ing for my Soul: 
See how his glaring tier y Eye-balls roll. 

R. Co. Thus is her Fancy tortur d by her Guilt, 

Bat lince „u' nave m y Llood, let it be ſpil:. 

King. No mort Jo N. G0. 

G 2 S peak 
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1 by the Reſt 5 
ou hopꝰ ſt, the Truth, and as thou hal be HH 
| — As what Fve ld i fo 2 a 
There may I find, where I muſt anſwer all, K 
hy moſt I need, Heav'n's Mercy on my Soul. [Dies, | 
King. Heav'n! She was ſenſible that ſhe would die : 


And dur not in the Minute tell a Lie. 
D. John. His Guilt's too plain. fee his wild ſtaring Eye. 
By Unconcern he would ſhew Innocence: 
But harden'd Guilt ne er wanted the Pretence Y 
Of great Submiſſion, when't had no Defence. 
Thus whilſt of Life ycu ſhew this little Care, 
You ſeem not guiltiels, but be: ray Deſpair. | 
His Life? what Satisfaction can that give? 
But oh! in Doubt I muſt for ever live, 
And loſe my Peace—Yet I the Truth wil! find: 
Fil rack him fort. Go, in this Minute bind 
Him to the Whee! | 
R. Go. How have I this deſerv'd. 
Who only your Commands obey d and ſerv'd? 
What would you have me do? 
— 4 have thee tell 
The Truth: Do, Gomez, all ſhall then be well. 
R. Go. Alas! like you, Sir, in à Cloud I'm Joſt, 
And can but tell you what I think at moſt. 
You fet me as a Spie upon the Prince, 
And I (till brought the beſt Iuntelbgence 
I could; *cill finding him too much aw re 
Of me, I nezrer Meaſures toc k by her: 
Which if I after a fa!ſe Copy drew, 
*Tis I hare been Unfortunate as you. 
King. And is this all thou haſt for Life to — 
R. Go. Dear Sir, your Pardon, it is all I know. 1 
King. Then, Villain, I am damn'd as well as thou. 
Heav'n! where is now thy fleeping Providence, | 


= to: K ſo little Care ot Innocence? 
Uh, Auſtria, had I to thy Truth inclin'd, 
Had I been halt fo gocd as thou wert kind 
But Fm too tame; ſecure the Traitor. Oh! 0 
[ Guard: ſexe R. Go. 
Earth open, to thy Center let me go, * 
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And there for ever hide my Impious Head. 
Thou faireſt, pureſt Creature Heav'n &er made, 
Thy injur d Truth too late Fee underſtood: 
Yet live, and be Immortal as th'art Good. 
nee, Can you to think me Innocen: incline 
On ter bare Word, and would not credit mine? 
The Poiſ2u's very buſte at my Heart: | 
Mechinks 1 ſee Death ſhake his threatning Dart. 
Why are you kind, and make it hard to dic? 
perliſt. continue on the Injury: 5 
Call me ſtill Vile, Inceſtuous, all that's foul. 
King. On pity, pity my deſpairing Soul; 
Sink it not quite. Raile my Phyſiciaas ſtrait; 
Haſten em quickly ere it be too laute. 
P opoſe Rewards miy ſet their Skill at ſtrife. 
Vil give my Crown to him that {ayes her Liſe. 
Curgd Dog — Io Gomes 
D. Fehn. Vile Proſtitute! | 
King. ——Revengetul Fiend! 
But I've torgorten halt; to Carlos fend; 
Pieveat what his Deſpair may make him do. 
| Enter Henrietta, 
Hen. Oh Horror, Horror! everlaſting Woe. 
The Prince, the Prince! 8 
King. Ha? ſpea 
Hen. — lle dies, he dies. | 
Within upoa his Couch he bleeding lyec, 
Juſt taken from the Bath, his Veins all cut, 
From which the ſpringing Blood flows ſwiftly out. 
He threatens Death on all that ſhall oppoſe 
His Fate, to fave that Life which he will lo-. 
King. Dear Auſtria, haſten; all thy Iat'reſt uſe. 
Tell him it is to Friendſhip an Offence, 
And let him know his Father's Penitence. 
Beg him to live. | 
R. Go. Since you've decreed my Death, know 'twill be 
The Bath by me was poiſon'd when prepar'd, [hard 
I ow'4 him that for his late Pride and Scorn. 
King. There never was fo curs'd a Villain born. 
But by Revenge ſuch Pains he ſhall go through, 
as ev'n Religious Cruclty ne'er knew. | 
| _ Rack 
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Rack him! Fil broil him, burn him by degrees, 
Freſh Torments for him ev*ry Hour deviſe, 
Till ke curſe Heav'n, and then the Caitif! dies. 
 Dueen. My faithiul Henrietta, art thou come 
To wait th* unhappy Miſtreſs to her Tomb ? 
brought thee hither from thy Parents young, 
And now muſt leave thee to Heav n knows what Wrong, 
Bur Heav'n to its Protection will receive | 
Such Goodneſe, let it then thy Queen forgive. 

Een, Hove much I lov'd ycu, Madam, none can tell; 
For tis unſpeakable, I lov'd fo well. 
A Proof of it the World ſhall quickly find; 
For when you die, I'll feorn to ſtay behind. 

Euter Don Carlos ſupported between two, and bleeding. 

D. Fehn. See, Sir, your Son. | | 

X ug. My Son? But oh! hw dare 
FT vie that Name, when this fad Object's near? 
See, injur'd Prince, who tis thy Pardon craves, 
No more thy Father, but the worſt of Slaves. 
Behold the Tears that from theſe Fountains flow. 

D Cur. I come to take my Farewe!, ere | go 
To that bright Dwelling where there is no room 
For Blood ; and where the Cruel never come. 

King. I know there is not, therefure mult deſpair, 
©h Heav'n! his Cruelry I cannot bear. | 
Doſt thou not hear thy wretched Father ſuc? 5 


D. Car. My Father, ſpeak the Words once more; is't 


And may I think the dear Conyertion true? [you? 


Oh that I could. : 
King. By Heav'n thou muſt—— it is! 
Let me embrace and kiſs thy trembling Knees. 
Why wilt thou die? no, live, my Carlos live, 
And all the Wrongs that I have den: forgive. 
D. Car. Life was my Curſe, and given me ſure in ſpice, 
Oh! bad I periſh d when I firit ſaw Light, 
I never then theſe Miſeries had brought 
On you, nor by you had been guilty thought. 
Prop me: Apace I feel my Life decay. 
The Little Time on Earth I haye ſtzy, 


Grant 


„ — — 


. 2. 


. 


Sure there was never L. ve that equali'd thine; 
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Grant 1 without Offence may here beſtow; 
"OO FO Pointing to the Due. 
You cannot 8 be pas now. 
, 2 br „ m 1 — — 

— b [L- ad Don Carlos to the Chair. 

D. Car. You've thus more Kincnefs ſhown, 
Than if y ad Crown'd, and plac'd me on your Throne. 
Methinks ſo highly happy | appear, 
That I could pity you, to fer you there. 
Take me away again: You are too good. 

Jucen. Carlos, ist you? O Rop thit Royal Flood, 
Lite, and pull-is your Father's Throne, vrhen 1 
In dark and gloomy Shades forgotten lye. D 

D. Car. Crowns are beneath me. I have higher Pride 
Thus on you fix'd, and dying by yuur Side, 
How much a Lite and Empire | diftain? 
No, we'll together mount, where both ſhall reign 
Above all Wrongs, and never more complain. 

Lueen, O marchleſs Youth! O Conſtancy Divine 8 


Nor any fo Unfortunate as mine —— _ 
Hencetorth forſaken Virgins ſhall in Songs, 
When they would calc their own, repeat thy Wrongs ; 
And in Remembrance of thee, for thy fake, 
A ſolemn annual Proceſſion make; | 
In chaſte Devotion as fair Pilgrims come, 
With Hyaciaths and Lillies deck thy Tomb. 
But one thing more, and then, vain World, adieu 
It 1s, to reconcile my Lord and you. 

D. Car. Has done no Wrong to me, I am pofſels'd 
Ot all, beyond my Expectati n bleſs'd. 
but yet methinks there's ſomet hing in my Heart 
Telis me, I muſt not too unkindly part. 
Father, draw nearer, raiſe me with yeur Hand; 1 
Before I die, what i yu would command ? 
King. Why wert thou made ſo excellently good? 
And why was it no ſooner under ſtoods 
But I was curs d, and blicdly led aſtray, 
Oh! for thy Father, for thy Father pray. 
Thou may'lt ask that which l'm too vile to dare; 
Aud leave me not tormeated by Deſrair, 

VS D. ca 
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D. Car. Thus then with the Remains of Lifewe kneet; | 


Den Carlos and the Queen ſink out of the Chairs, and kneel. - 


May you be ever free from all that's III. 
Queen. Ard everlaſting Peace upon you dwel!. 


My darken'd Soul, too converſant with Night, 
Grows blind, and overcome with too much Lip hr. 


King. No more: This Virtue's coo divinely bright; c 


* 
” 


Here raiſe 'em up, gently: Ye Slaves, down, down! 


Ye glorious Toils, a Scepter and a Crown, 

For ever be forgotten; in your ſtead, 

Only Eternal Darkneſs wrap my Head. 
een. Where are you? Oh! farewel, I muſt be 


Stay ſtill I die, then bear mine with thee too, 
And guard ic up, which elſe mult fink below. 


From [Jealuuſir, Love's Bane, the worſt of Carcs, 
Thus I remove to find that Stranger Reſt. 
Carlos, thy Hand; receive me on thy Breaſt; 
Within this Minute how ſhall we be bleſt. 

D. Car. Oh, far above 
What-ever Wiſhes fram d, or Hopes deſipn'd; 
Thus, where we go, we ſhall the Angels find 
For ever prefling, and for ever kind. 


Thence we'll riſe boch to Day. 
L — everlaſting Day 
D. Car. I follow ycu; now cloſe my Eyes; 

| [Leans on her 
Thus all o'er Bliſs the happy Carlos dies. 
King. Th'are gone, thiare gone, where I muſt ne er 
Run, fally out, and ſet the World on fire, 
Alarum Nature, let looſe all the Winds, 
+ Set free thoſe Spirits whom ſtrong Magick binds, 
Let the Earth open all her Sulph'rous Veins, 


Till all things from their Harmony decline, 
And the Confuſion be as great as mine. 
Here Ill lye down, and never more ariſe, 


x 


. Make haſte, in the firſt Sphere !l for you tay; | 


King. Bleſs'd happy Soul. take not thy Flight ſo ſoon: 


een. From ell my Injuries, and all my Fears, 


| 
4 
3 
: 

- 


Dies. 
Boſam. 


3 

4 - 8 
aſpire. 
| 1 


| 


The Fiends ſtart from their Hell, and ſhake their Chains; | 


Howl out my Life, and rend the Air with Cries. | 


n r 


© ac. . X—ũ:Ujl . — 8 


It was the dreadful Curſe that ruin'd me. 
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D. Ibn. Hold, Sir, afford your lab'ring Heart ſome Eate, 
King. Oh! name it not: — no fuck things Peace. 

From theſe warm Lips yet one ſoft Kiſs PII rake, 

How my Heart berts! why won't the Rebel break? 

My Love, my Carlos, Im thy Father, ſpeak. 


Oh! he regards not now my Miſeries. 


Bur's deaf to my Complaint, as I have been to his. 
Oh, now I think on't berrer, all is well; | 
Here's one that's juſt deſcending into Hell: 
How comes it that he's not already gone? 


The Slupgard's lazy. but I'll ſpur him on. 


Hey! How he flies! [Stabs R. GomeTz. 
R. Go. *'T was aim'd well at my Heart. 
That l had Strength enough but to retort, 


Dull Life, fo tamely muſt I from thee part? 


Curſes and Plagues! Revenge, where art thou now ? 


Meet, meet me at thy own dark Houſe below. |[ Dies. 


King. He's gone, and now there's not fo a vile a thing 
As 1 | 


D. John. Remember, Sir, you are a King. 
King. A King? it is too little; I'll be more, 
I tell thee, Nero was an Emperor; 
He kili'd his Mother, but I've that out-done, 
Murt”er'd a Loyal Wite and Guiltleſs Son. 
Yet, Auſtria, why ſhould I grow mad for that? 
Is it my Fault I was unfortunate ? | 
D. John. Collect your Spirits, Sir, and calm your Mird. 
ing. Look to't; ſtrange things I tell thee are deſigu d. 
Thou, Auſtria, ſhalt grow old, and in thy Age ; 
Doat, doat, my Hero: Oh, a long grey Beard 
With Eyes diſtilling Rheum, and hollow Chee 
Will be ſuch Charms, thou canſt not 
But above all beware of ſealouſie: 


ks, 


D. John. Dread Sir, no more. 

King, Oh Heart! Oh Heav'n! But ſtay, 
Nam'd I not Heav'n? I did, and at the Word 
(Methought I faw't) the Azure Fabrick ſtirr d. | 
Ob, for my Queen and Son the Saints Prepare 7 
But III purſue and overtake m there. c 


_ Whirl, flop the Sun, arreſt bis Chariorcer ; | 
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IIl ride in that away; pul, pull him dowa. 
Oh, how Ill hurl the Wild-are as I run! | 
[Rims off raving, 


Now, now I mount 
D. John Look to the King. 
See of this Fair one too ſtrict Care be had. 
Fointing to Llenrietta, 
Deſpair, how vaſt 4 Triumph kaſt thou made? 
No more in Love's euervate Charms he, 
Shaking off Sottneſs, to the Camp lll fly, 
Where Thirſt ot Fame the active Hero warms; 
And wiat I've lolt in Peace, regain in Arms, 
Exeunt omnes, 


EPILOGUE, 


Spoken by a Girl. 


8 what d ye think my Meſſage hither means 
Yonder's the Poet ſick behind the Scenes : | 
He told me there was P iy m my Face 

And therefore ſent we her? to make bis Peace. 

Let me for once perſuade 3e to be kid; 

Fer he bas promus'd me to fland my Friend. 


E write for me, he ſwears by all above, 

en I am big e:ongh to be in Love. 

Now won you 5e go0d-natur d ye Fine Men? 
Þ.deed J grow as fat as ver 7 can. 

rut ty if to bis Prom! he li be true. 

Think ent when that time comes, you do wot know 
But ! may grow in Love with eme of you. 

Or, at the worſt, Im certain I Jon! foe | 
Among}? you thoſe who'!l ſwear thry ve wich me. 
But nom, if by my Suit yore ii! not be wen 

You kuow what your Unkmaneſs oft has done; 
7! em jorſake the Play Howſe, and turn Nun. 


And if this time I can your Knidneſs move, 5 


| 


II 
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With a FARCE call'd 


| The CHEATS of Cain. 
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Ferandiſ Oratio non eft Turgido. 
| bed natural: prlcbritudine ea git Pet, Arb 
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To the Right Honourable 


8 3 O BY N. 
EARL of R ochefter, | 


One of the Gentlemen of His Majeſty's 4 
Bed ul — 1, Se. 


JEDICATIONS are grown a 
| | Things of ſo nice a Nature, that A 


i pay your Lordſhip thoſe Acknow-" 
| ledgments | owe you, and noe © 
(from thoſe who cannot judge of 


it is almoſt impoſſible for me to 


be Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


Ingenuous Spirit as [ngratitude. None of theſe 
would I be guilty of, and yet in letting the World 
know how Good and how Generous a Patron 
1 have, (in ſpight of Malice) I am ſute I am 


Never was Poetry under ſo great an Oppreſ- 
fion as now, as full of Phanaticilms as Rü ligi- 
on, Where every one pretends to the Spirit of 
Wit, ſets up a Doctrine of his own, and hates a 
Poet worſe than a Quaker does a Fricit, 


To examine how much goes to the making up 
one of thoſe dreadful Things that refolve our 
Diſſolution. It is, for the molt part, a very little 


French Breeding, much Aſſurance, with a great 


| gent of Talk, and no Senſe. 


Thus he comes to a New Play, enquires the 
= Author of it, and (if he * find any) modes fois 


® perſooal Misfortu nes the Subject of his Malice 
to ſome of his Companions who have as little 
Wit, and as much IIl-Nature as himſelf: and ſo 


WT $0 be fure (as far as he can) the Play is damn'd- 


E - fa Night he never fails to — in the With- 
i drawing-room, where he picks out ſome that 
* little to do there, as him ſelf; who mu- 


ſtring 


— Both which ought to be as hae! 0 6 
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ting up all their puny Forces, damn as poſitive- 


ly as if, like Muggleton, it were theit Gift ; whem 
indeed they have as little right to Wit, as a Jour- 
ney man Taylor can have to Prophecy, 


Wit, which was the Miſtreſs of former Ages, 
is become the Scandal of outs: Either the Old 
Satyr, to let us underſtand what he has known, 
damus and decries all Poetry but the Old; or 
elſe the young affected Fool, that is Impudent 
beyond CorreQion, and !gnorant above InſtruQi- 
on, will be cenſuring the preſent, tho” he miſ- 
place his Wit, as he generally does his Courage, 
and ever makes ule of it on the wrong Occa- 
fion. | 


How great a Hazard then does your Lordſhip 
run, in ſo ſtedtaſtly protecting a poor exil'd Thing 


that has ſo many Enemies! But that your Wit is 


more Eminent than all their Folly or Ignorance» 
and your Goodnels greater than any Malice or 
Ul- Natute can be. I am ſure (and I muſt own 
it with Gratitude) | have taſted of it much above 
my Merit, or what even Vanity might prompt 
me to expect: Though in doing this, I ſhall at 
deſt but appear an humble Debtor, who acknow- 
ledges honeſtly what he owes, though to keep up 
his Credit he muſt be torc'd to borrow more: 
For my Genius always led me to ſeek an Inte- 
reſt in your Lordſhip; and I never ſee you, but 

z "I 


The Epiftle Dedicatory. 
I am fir'd with an Ambition of being inyour F+ | 
your. For all | have receiv'd, the higheſt Re. 
urn 1 am able to make, is my Acknowledgment; | 
in which | can hardly diſtinguiſh whether my 
Thankfulneſs or my Pride be the greater, when 
I ſubſcribe my ſelf 


Dar Lordfpip's 
Moſt Obliged and 
meſt Devoted Servant, | 


Tho. Orway. 
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PROLOGUE 


Spoken by Mr. Underbill. 


Gun our Author met me here to Day, 
And begg d that I'd ſay ſomething for his Play, 

Du Waggs, that judge by R- te, and daun by Rale, 

Taking your Meaſures from ſime Neigbbour 8 

Who has Impudence, aCoxcomb's mſeful Tool ; 

That always are ſevere, you knuw not why, 

And would be thought great Criticks by the By; 

With very much ill-Nature, and no Wit, 

Faſt as you are, we hnmbly beg you'd fit, © 

And with your fully ſelves divert the Pit. 

You Men of Senſe, who heretofore alluw'd 

Our Aut hor's Follies; make him once more proud. 

But for the Youths that newly are come ſrom France, 


Whoſe Heads want Senſe, thungh Heels abound with 


Dance : 

Oar Author to their Fudgment won't ſubmit, 

Bat ſwears, that they, who ſo infeſt the Pit 8 
With their own Follies, nc er can judge of Wit. 

'Tis thence he chiefly Favour would tmplore ; 

[To the Boxes. 


| And, Fair Ones, pray oblige bins on my Score: 


Confine his Foes, the Fops, within their Rules; 


Fer, Ladies, you know how to manage Fools. 


Perſons 


Perſons Repreſented in the TRA DD. 
MEN. 


Tiens Veſtatian, Emperor of Rome. Mr. Betterton, 
Antiochus, King of Comagene. Mr. Smith. 
Paxlmnus, the Emperor's Confident. Mr. Medbourm. 
Arſaces, Antiochus his Confident. Mr. Cy0:4y. 
Ratilins, a Tribune. | Mr. Gillow. 
WOMEN. „ 
| Berenice, Queen of Palefine. Mrs. Lee. 


The SCENE ROME. 
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* Repreſented in the Fa xc t. 


MEN. 


29 k. old Merchants. 2829.4 
Mr. Nokes. 


adn 1 8 I Mr. Norris. 

Mr. Perc ivall. 
Scapin, a Cheat. Mr. Avth. Leigh, 
. 5 : Mr. Richards. | 
# a Scapm's —— Mar 
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Titus and Berenice. 
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SCENE 4 PALACE. 
s g Enter Antiochus and 


ANTIOCHUS. 


} 10 U, my 4r/aces, art a Stranger here: 
i This is th' Apartment of the charming 
ST Far, 
SS That Berenice whom Titus fo adoresy 
rde Univerſe is his, ard he is hers: 
nere from the Court himſelf he oft. | 
—_ conceals; 18. 
And in her Ears his charming Story tells; 
hilt 1 a Vaſſal for admittance wait, | 
And am at beſt but thought impo rtunate. | 
4. You want admittance? who with gen'rous Care | 
Have fullow'd all her Fortunes ev'ry where, 
| Vioſe Fame throughout the World fo loudly rings, 
One of the greateſt of our Eaſtern Kings. 
As or ce you ſeem'd the Monarch of her Breaft, 
— firmly « ſeated to be diſpoſſeſt; 
Nor can the Pride the doth in Tis take, 
Ty ſo ſevere a diſtance * 
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ne. Yes! till that Wretch Aisch I am. 

But Love! Oh how I tremble at the Name; 

And my diſtracted Soul at that doth ſtart, 

Which once was all the Pleaſure of my Heart; 

ce Berenice has all my Hopes deft; o'd, 

Ind an eternal Silence on me laid. 

_ fr. That you refeang her Pride, I ſee with Joy; | 
"Tis that which does her Gratitude deſtroy: [ 
But Friendſhip wrong d ſhould into Hatred turn, 
Ard ycu methinks might learn her Art to ſcorn. | 

Ant. Arſaces, how talle Meaſures colt thou take! | 
Remove the Poles, and bid the Sun go back; | 
Invert ail Nature's Orders, Fate's Decree ; | 
Then bid me hare the charming Berenice. 

. Well, love her ſtill; but let her know your Pain; 
Reſolve ir, you ſhall ſee, and fpeak again; 
Urge to her Face your rightful Claim aloud, | 
And court her taughtily, as ſhe is proud, 

Ant. Arſaces, no; ſhe's gentle as 2 Dove, 

Her Eyes are Tyrants, but her Soul's all Love, 
And owes fo little for the Vows l've made, 

That it ſhe pity me, I'm more than paid. 
2 Enter Rutilius. 

Bur fee, the Man I ſent ar laſt returns; 

Oh how my Heart wich Expectation burns! 

Ratilizes, have you Berenice ſeeu? 

Roe. I bare. i 2 

4. Ob ſpeak! What ſays the charming Queen? 

Rut. I prefs'd with difficulty through the Cr ud; 
A Throng of Cour:- \ttendants round her ſtood. 

time now paſt of his ſevere Retresa', [ 

Titus laments no more his Father's Fate. 

Love takes up all his Thoughts, and all his Cares, | 

Whilſt he to meer thoſe mighty Joys prepares, 

Which may in Berenices Arms be found; 

For ſhe this Day will be Rome's Empreſs crown'd. 

Lint. What do | hear? Confuſion on thy Tongue! 

To tell me this, why was thy Speech fo long? 

Why didft not Ruin with more ſpeed 2ford ? 

Thou might'ſt have ſpike, and killd me in a Word. 
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I not one Moment with her f. - 
— Heart diſcloſe before ir _m 


2 For when [ ro!d her what you deſigu d. 
gde ſweetly ſmil d. and her tair Head inelin d: I 
Titus ne'er from her had a Look more kind. | 
She's here 


Bey. At laſt from the rude Joy bm freed 


Of thoſe new Friends, whom my new Fortunes breed, | 


The t:dious Form of their Reſpect I ſhun, 

To fiad out him whoſe Words and Heart are one. 

Antiochus, for I'll no Flattery uſe, 

Since you neglect. I juſtiy may accuſe. 

How great your Cares for Berenice have been, 

Ev'n all the Eaff, and Rome it ſelſ his ſeen, 

In my worſt Fate I did your Friendſhip find, 

But now I grow more great, you grow leſs kind. 
Ant. Now durſt I hope, I would forget my Smart. 

So well ſhe underſtands to ſooth my Heart. 

But, Madam, it's a Truth by Rumour fpread, 

That Titus ſhall this Night poſſeſs your Bed? 
Ber. Sir, all my Confl.&s 1 to you reveal, 

Though half the Fears I've had, I cannot tell: 

So much did Titus for his Father mourn, 

I almoſt dovbred Love would ne er return: 

He had not for me that aſſiduous Heat, | 

As when whole Days fix'd on my Eyes he fate: 

Grief in his Eyes, Cares on his Brows did dwell; 

Oit came, and log'; faid nothing, but Farewell 
Art. But now his Kindneſs he renews again. 
Ber, Oh! he will doubly recompence my Pain 

For that: if any Faith may be allow'd 

Two thouſand Oathe, two tccufand times renew'd; 

Or any juſtice in the Pow'rs Divine, 

Antiochus, heil be for ever mine. | 
Ant. How 2 inſults and triumphs in my Il: 

Sho as with long Practice learnt to {mile and kill. 

Oh, Berenice. ercrnaily farewel. | 

Der. Fare wel! good Heaven? What Language do I bear? 

Kaj! 1 conjure you, Sir— by all that's dear. 


—_— <2 Tirus and BERENICE. 


Antrochus what is it | have done? 

Why don't you ſpeak? 

Abit, Madam, | muſt be gone. 

Bey. How cruelly you uſe me! I implore 

The Reafor | 1 

Ant. I muſt never fee you more. | 

Der. For Heav'ns fake tell, you wound me wich delay. 
Ant. At leaſt remember, I your Laws obcy. 

Why ſhould I here wretched and hopele!s ſtay ? 

If the remembrance ben't exringuiſh'd quite 

Of that bleſt place, where firft you ſaw the Light; | 

"Twas there, oh there began my endleſs Smart, | 

When thoſe dear Eyes prevaiPd upon my Heart, 

Then Berenice roo my Vows approv'd, | 

Till happy Titus came and was belov'd. | 

He did with Triumph and with Terror come, "oY 

And in his Hands bore the Revenge of Rome. 1 

Judas trembled, but 'twas I alone | 

Firſt felt his weight, and found my ſelf undone. 


——— 


Bey. Hah! | 
Ant. You too, then t'encreaſe the Pains I bore, 
Commanded me to of Love no more. | 


So on your Hard, | fwore at laſt r'obey 
And for that taſte of Bliſs gave all away. 

Ber. Why do you ſtudy ways t'offlict my Mind? 
You may believe, Sir, I am not unkind. : 
Alas. I'm ſenſible how well y'ave {crv'd, 

And have been kinder much than l defery'd. | 

Ant. Wb in this Empire ſhould I luaycr Cay, 
| My Paſhon, and its Weakneſ to betray ? | 
Others though | retire, will bring their Foys 
To crown that Rappinels, which mine ut Hroys. 


Or it you did nor, you's not uie me io. 


What Pleaiure in my Grcatuels can I find. 

When | ſhall want my bett and trueſt Frie d:? 
At. | reach your purpie you would have me there, 
That yeu might ice the wurlt of my Deſpair; 


1 


2 


Jer. You triumph thus becauſe your Pow'r you know, | 


Though crown'd Rome's Emf els, I rhe Throne = | 
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know it the Ambition ot your Soul. | | 
— ve been a fond obedient Fool: 

Yer came this time but to new-treizht my Heart, 
And with more Lo e poſſeſt than ever, part, 
Ber. Though it could never emer in my Mind, 
Since Caſar s Fortunes muſt with mine be join d, 

That any Mortal durſt ſo hardy prove 
Tinvade his Right, and talk to me of Love; 
1 bear the unpleaſing Narrative of yours, wy 
And Friendſhip, what my Honour ſhuns, endures, 
Nay more; your parting I with trouble hear, 
For you. next him, are to my Soul molt dear. 
Ant. In Juttice to my Memory anc Fame, 
1 fly from Tits:, that uniuck y Name. 
A Nime, which ev'ry Moment you repeat, 
Whilſt my poor Heart lies bleeding at your Feet. 
rarewel Oh, be not at my Ravings griev'd:; 
When ot my Death the News ſhall be receiv's, 
Remember why I dy*!, and what | liv'z=—— [Ex. Ant. 
Phen. | grieve for him; a Love ſo true as ttus, 
Deſerv d. merhinks, more fortunate Succcſs. 
Are you not troubled, Madam. 
Ber. Yes, 1 tee] 
Something within me difficult to quell, 
Phan. Yu ſhould have ſtaid him. 
Ber. Who, i may him? no; 


From m Remembrance 13 ber let him go. 


His Fancy es with whd Uiltration rove, 
Which thy raw Ignorance interpret Love. 

Phan. Ticus his Thoughts, et to untuld, denies; 
And Rome bers you but with jealous E es. 
Its rigorous Liws create my Fears tor you; 
Romans no Foreign Marriages allow; 


To Kingly Power ſtill Enemies th'ave been, 
Noc iI. | ear, admi- of you a Queen. 


Ber, Phanicia, no, my time of Fear is paſt; 
Me Tias | yes, ant chat includes the ref. 
The Splen or of ts Night thou batt be eld; 
Are not thy Eyes with his bright Grandeur fil. 4? 


Theſe 
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_ SCENE IL 
Ni. To th' Syrian King did you the Meſſage bear? 
And does he know that I — Fo here? 
Paul. Sir, in the Queen's Apartment, he alone 
Was ſeen, but ere I there arriv'd, was gone. | 
Tit. Tis well, Paulinus: for theſe ten Days paſt 
I have to Berenice a Stranger been: 
But you can tell me all how does the Queen? 
Paul. She does, what ſpeaks how much ſhe values you; 
. When you mourn'd for your Father, ſhe mourn d too. 
” So juſt a Sorrow in her Face was ſhown, 
I feem'd as if the Loſs had been her own. 
Ni. Oh lovely fair One, little doſt thou know [ Aſide, 
How hard a Tryal thou muſt undergo. 
Heav'n! Oh my Heart! 
Paul. What is't your Grief ſhould raiſe 
For her, whom almoſt all the Eaſf obeys? 
_ Tis. Command, Paulinus, that theſe retr h 
3 [ Paul. moves his Hand, and all the reſt extunt. 
| Rome of my Purpoſe is uncertain yet, 
\- Expedts to know the Fortune of the Queen; 
Their Murm'rings I have heard, and T. oubles ſeen. 
The Buſineſs of our Love is the Diſcourſe 
And ExpeQation of the Univerſe. 
Aud by the Face of my Affairs, I find, 
Tia time that I reſolve and fix my Mir d. 
Tell me, Paulinus juſtly, and be free, 


What fays the World of Berenice and me? 


Paid. In ev'ry Heart you Admiration raiſe: 
All, your high Virtues, and her Beauty praiſe. 
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Tit. Alas! thou anſwer it wide of my Deſire: 

Panlinus, be my Friend, and come yet nigher. 
How do they of my Sighs and Vows approve? 
Or what expect they trom o a Love? 
paul. Love, or not love. Sir, all is in ycur Power, 

The Court will ſecond (hill the Emperour. 

Tit. Courtiers, Paulmus ſeldom are tincere; 
To pleaſe their Maſter they have too much Care. 
The Court did Nero's horrid Acts applaud, 

To all his Luſts ſubſcrib'd, and call'd him God. 
Th'Idolarrous Court ſhall never judge for me: 

No, my Paulinus. I rely on thee. 

What then mult Berenice expect, declare; 

Will Rome be gentle to her, or fevere? 

My Happineſs is plac d in her alone. 
Now they have rais d me to th' Imperial Throne, 
Where on my Head continual Cares mult fall, 

Wil] they deny me what may ſweeten all? | 

Paul. Her Virtues they acknowledge, and Deſert, 
Proclaim indeed ſhe has a Roman Heart 
But ſhe's a Queen, and that alone withſtands 
All which her Beauty and her Worth demands. | 
In Rome the Law has long unalter'd ſtood, } 
Never to mix i's Race with Strangers Blood. 1 

Tit. It is Signſthey are capricious grown, 4 
When they dV ile all Virtues but their own, 2 

Paul. Fulius, who firſt fubdu'd her to his Arms, | 
And quite had ſilenc d Les with War's Alarms; 
Burning for Cleopatra's Love; to Fame 
More juſt. fled trom her Eyes, and hid his Flame. 

Tit. But which way from my Heart ſhall I remove 
So long eſtabliſh'4 and deep-rooted Love? | 

Paul. The Conflict will be difficult, I gueſs; 

But you your riting Sorrous mult ſupprets. 

Tit. Who can a Heart that's not his own ccnrou'? 
Her Preſence was the Comfort of my Soul. 
Alter a thouſand Oaths c firm's in Tears, 

By which I yow'd my icit tor ever her, 

I hop'd with all my Love, and ail her Charm:, 
At lait to have her in my lonping Arms. 

Vor. I. H 
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But now I can ſuch rare PerfeQtions crown ; 
And that my Love's more great than ever grown. 
When in one Hour a happy Marnage may | 
Of all my Five Years Vows the Tribute pay; 
I go, Paulinn how my Heart does riſe. 
Paul. Whither? 
Tit. To part for ever from her Eyes. 
Tho” I requi:'d th Aſſiſtance of thy Zeal, 
To cruſh a Paſſion that's fo hard to que!) ; 
My Heart had of irs Doom reſolv'd before: 
_ Yet Berenice does ſtill diſpute the War. 
The Cor queſt cf ſo great a Flame muſt coſt 
Cor flits, in which my Soul will oft be toſt. 
Paul. You in your Birth for Empire were deſigu d, 
And to that purpeſe Heav'n did frame your Miad; 
Fate in that Day wiſe Providence did ſhew, 
Fixing the Deſliny cf Reme in you. 
TI. My Youth rejoyc'd in Love and gloricus Wars, 
But wy Remains of Lite mutt waſte in Cares. 
Rome my ne Conduct now obſerves, 'twould be 
Both omincus to her, and mean in me, 
If in my Dawn of Power, to clear my Way 
To Happineſe, I ſhould her Laws deſtroy 
No, I've reſ-ly*Fon'r, Love and all ſhall go; 
Alas! it muſt, ſince Rome will have it fo. 
Bur how fall I peor Berenice prepare? 
Paul. You mult reſolve to go and viſit her; 
Saoth her {:d Heart, and oa her Patience win. 
Then by Degrees 
Tit, —— — Bat how ſhall 1 begin? 
Oh, my Paulinus, I have oft defg d | 
To ſprek my Thoughts, but ft! they ſtay d behind 
I Food as the dicerud my troubled E eatt, 
She might a little at the Cauſe have guris d. 1 
But nough* f:{peRing, as 1 weeping lay, | 
With her ir and ſhe'd wipe the Tears away, 
And in the Milt never the Loſs perceiy'd 
Of the fed Hcart, ſhe had cco much beliey'd . 
But now @ firmer Conſtancy 1 take, 


Euher my Heart ſhall vent its Gric;, or beck, 


1 
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1 thought to have met Antiochus, and here 
All 1 Cer los d ſurrender d to his Care. 

To Morrow he conducts her to the Eaſt, 

And now I go to ſigh, and look my laſt. 
Paal. I ne er expected leſs from that Renowr, 


4 | Which all your Actions muſt with Glory crowr . 


Tit. How lovely's Glory, yet how cruel too! 
How much more fair and charming were ſhe now, 
If eternal Dangers to be won! 

80 I might till call Berenice my own. 
In Nero's Court, where | was bred, my Mind 
By that Example to all IIl's inclin'd: 
The looſe wild Paths of Pleaſures I purſu'd, 
Till Berenice firſt taught me to be good. 
She taught me Virtue; bur, oh curſed Rome! 
The Good l owe her, muſt her Wrong become. 
For ſo much Virtue and Renown ſo great; 
For all the Honour I did ever pet, 
Her for whole ſake alone 1 Fame purſu'd, 
I muſt forego, to pleaſe rhe Mulcicude ! 
Paul. You cannot with Ingratitude be charg d. 


Tou have the Bounds of Paleſtine enlarg' d. 


Ev'a t Exphrates her wide Puwer exterd ; 
So many Kingdoms Feremce com mancs. 
Tit. Werk Comforts, for the Griets muſt on hop dove, 
I know fair Berenice, and know tov well 
To Greatneſs ſhe ſo little did incline, 
Her Heart ack' d never any thing but mii e. 
Let's talk no more of her, Paulus. 
Paul. Why? | | 
+ Tie. The Thought of her but ſhakes my Cunſtancy : 
Yer in my Heart it Doubts already riſe, | 
What will it do when I behold her Zyes? 
5 Enter Rutilius. | 
Rut. Sir, Berenice deſu es Admittance lere. 
Tu Paulina: On! 
Paul. Can you already fear? 
So ſoon are all your Relolutions thock ? | ; 
Now, Sir's the Tim ["x. Rut. 


H2z Enter 
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Tit. I have no Power to loek. 


Bey. Sir, ben't difpleas'd, that I thus far preſume; 


It is ro piy my Gratitude I come. 

Whilft all the Court afſembled in my View, 

Admire the Favour you on me beſtow, 

V were unjuſt, ſhould I remain alone 

Silent, as though I had a Senſe of none. 

Your Mc urning's done, and you from Griefs are free; 
Are now your own, and yet not vitit me? 

Your Preſent of new Diadems 1 war. 

Oh! give me more Content and leis of State. 

Give me a Word, a Sigh, a Look at leaſt, 

Jn thot: tht Ambition of my Soul is plac'd. 

Was vour Diſcourſe of me when I arriy'd? 

Was | fo happy, may it be believ d? 

Speak. tell me quick, is Berenice ſo bleſt ? 

Or was | preſent to your Thoughts at leaſt? 

Tir. Doubt it not, Madam: By the Gods I ſwear't, 
That Berenice is always in my Heart; | 
Nor Time, nor Abſence can you thence remoye: 
My Heart's all yours, and you alone | love. 

Bey. You vow your Love perpetual and fincere, 
Bur tis with a ſtrange Coldneſs that you ſwear. 
Why the juſt Gods to Wirneſs did you call? 

I don't pretend to doubt your Faith at all. 
In you l truſt, would only from you live, 
And what you ſay, I ever muſt believe. 

Tit. Madam! 

Ber. Proceed. Alas, whence this Surprize 
You ſeem confus d, to turn away your Eyes, 
Nothing but Trouble in your Face | find: 

Does ſtill a Father's Death affl ct your Mir 7 

Tit. Oh! did my Father, good Veſpaſian, |:ye, 
How happy hould | te? 

Ber. Ah, ceaſe to grieve! 

Your Tears have reverenc'd his Mem'ry now, 

Cares are to Rome and your own Glory due. 

A Father you lament, a feeble Grief, 
Whiilt tor your Abſence I find no Relief. 
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in your Preſence only take Deligh”, 
ye 4, ſhall die, if but debarr'd your Sight. | 
Tit. Madam, what is ir that your Griets declare? 
What time d'you chuſe? For Pity's ſake forbear, 
Your Bounties my Ingratitude proclaim. 
Ber. You can do nothing that deſerves that Name; 
No, Sir, you never can ungrate ful prove. 
May be Im fond, and tire you with my Love. 
lit No, Madam, no; my Heart (fince A, mult ſpeak) 
Was nc er more full of Love, or half fo like to break. 
— | 
Ber What? 
Tit. Alas! 
Ber. Proceed. | 
Tit. The Empire Rome —— 
Bey. Well, 
Tit. Oh, the diſmal Secret will not come 
way, Paulmus, ere I'm quite undone. 
My Speech torfakes me, aud my Heart's all Stone. 
Ex. Tit. and Paul, 
Bey. So ſoon to leave me, and in Trouble too? 
Titus, how have I this deſerv'4 from you? 
What have I dane, Phenicia, tell me, ſpeak. 
Phan. Dues nothing ro your Memory appear 
That might provoke him? | 
Ber, By all that's to me dear, | 
Since the firſt Hour I ſaw his Face, till now, 
Too much of Love is all the Guilt I know. 
This Silence is too rude, and racks my Breaſt, C 


In the Uncertainty I cannot reſt; 

He knows, Phe ticia, all my Moments paſt. | 
Perhaps he's jcalous of the Syrian King; | 
'Tis that's the Root whence all this Change muſt ſpring. 
Titus, this Victory I ſhall not boaſt. 
I wiſh the Gods would try me to the moſt, 

Vith a more potent Rival tempt my Heart, 

One that would make me er than thou art: 

Then, my dear Titus, Idſt thou ſoon diſcern, 

How much for thee I all Mankind would ſcorn. 


H 3 Let's 


Wen firſt Fudaa heard your loud Alarms, 
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Let's go, Phanitia, with one gentle Word 
He will be fatisfy'd, and I reſtor'd. 

« My injur'd Truth by my Compliance find, 
* And it ke has a Heart he muſt be kind, [Exam | 


/ 
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Enter Titus, Antiochus, and Arſaces. 
7. A Niieckhus! you've done your Friendſhip wrong, 
In that you've kept this Secret hid ſo long. 
What is't that your Departure does incite, 

Which, not unjuſtly, I may call a Flight? | 
Tho? on the Imperial Throne Im plac'd, | 
So higlily ſeem with Fortune's Favcur grac'd; ; 

As it ſhe nothing further had to grant: 

I mare than ever da your Friendſhip want. 

n. Sir, your great Kindneſs I fo well did know, 

I curſt not ſtay where I fo much did owe. 


You made me your Companion in your Arms. 
Nay, nearer to you did with Friendſhip join, 
And lodp'd the Secrets of your Breaſt is mine. 
Yer all * Goodneſs but augments my Sin, 
For I have falſe and moſt ungrateful been. 
Tis. I can't forget, that to your Arms alone 
1 — I of all Jever won. 
Witneſs thoſe precious Spoils you hither brought, 
Won from the Fews when 2 my Side you fought. 
To all thoſe Purchaſes I lay no Claim; | 
Your Heart and Friendfhip are my only Aim. 
Ant. My Heart! my Friendſhip! Heav n, how you miſtake! | 
On my Deceit how weak a Gloſs you make! 
When firſt you thought your ſelf of me poſſeſt, 
You tock a very Serpent to your Breaſt, 
Tit. Antiochns, ] find where thou art 
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Tell me th'e flic ious Raye that does me Wrong. 
Some 
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some baſe Detractor has my Honour ſtain d, 
And in your eafie Heart a Credit gain d; 
Abuy'd, and told you Titus is unjuſt: 
But I will know the treacherous Fiend, I muſt. 
Tho” you unkindly from your Friend would run, 
And own th Unjuſſice which you think I ve done, 
Ant. Oh Titus, it I durſt but ſpeak my Lleirt; 
But *ris a Secret hard from thence to part 
'Tis not from vou, it is from Rome I fly, 
There's a Diſeaſe iat I mult ſhun or die. 
Seck then no more what's dangerous to know, 
When molt your Friend 1 hall appear your Foc, 
Tit. 1 either to pour Heart a Stranger am, 
Or ſure Auticchus is not the fame: 
What elſe ſh:1'd make you not your Mind declare? 
What is't that you dare ſay, I dare not hear? 
Ant. If ther, whate'er I utter, you dare hear. 
Receive the fa al Secret in your Ear. 
Bu: arm your Heart with Temper: Well, tis this. 
Tit. G9 on. 
Aut. I love the charming Berenice. 
Tit. Han! 
Ant. Les, nor was | hateful to her Eves, 
Till you come on, and robb'd me of the Prize. 
When at your Army's Head you did appear, 
You ſack d Feruſalem and conquer'd her. 
Tit, A braver Rival lad net wiſh to find, 


Than him that dares be juſt, and tell his Mind. 


So far's Reſentment trom my fleart remo d, 
That Berenice is by my Friend belov'd, 

That I, Antiochus, the Thing extol, 

For ſhe was made to be ador'd by all: 

And happy he that ſhall poſſeſs her. 

Ant. True; 5 
But tis fit none ſhould be fo bleſs' l but you: 
And Berenice for none could be deſign d, 

But him that's the Delight of all Mankind. 
Tis for this Cauſe to Syria I repair; 
For when you're bleſt, no Envy ſhould be near. 
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Tit. O my Antiochus, when thou ſhalt fee 
How imal!*s the Happineſs in ſtore for me, 
Thou needſt not fear thy Envy; let me have 
Thy Pity and thy Aid, 'tis that I crave. 
My beſt and trueſt Friend, you muſt be fo, 
For there's none fit tor'r in the World but you. 
None but a King, my Rival, and my Friend, 
Is fit to peak the Tormen's of my Mind. 
In my Behalf you Berenice muſt ſee. 
Ant. Is that an Offices, Titus fir for me? 
Is't not enouph her Cruelries | bear, 
But you mult too ſollicite my Deſpair ? 
I] ſwore for ever from her | depart, 
Alas! and Gare not truſt again my Heart. 
Your Paſſion by another may be ſhown, 
I have enough to do to rule my own. 
Tit. He that ſo well his own Mistortunes bears, 
Can beſt inſtru her how to temper hers. 
Nay, my Antiechus, you muſt not ſtart ; C 


I know, by mine your News will ſhake her Heart, 
For I muſt roo for ever from her part. | 
Ant. You part? 
Tit, Yes! curſt Neceſſity! tis true. 
Sde that both cor quei id me and fetter you, 
In whom alone | ſumm'd up all Delight, 
. an be for ever bꝛuiſh'd from my Sight. 
Anek cannot be: No Slave t at wears her Chains 
Upon fo exfie Terms his gains. 
Tit, Lord of the World my Empire wide does flow, 
I] can make Kings, and can depoſe em too: 
The ftubborn'tt Hear's muſt ro my Pow'r bow down, 
And yet I am not Maſter of my own. 
Rome, that to Kirgs ſo long a Foe has been, 
Will not admit my Marriage with the Queen. 
It Berenice to Murrow be not gone, 
The Multitude will ro her Palace run; 
And from heir rude outragious Tongues ſhe'll hear 
The New I] dread to tell, and you to bear. | 
Ant. Now if my Heart was to Revenge ally'd, 
How might | triumph in her falling Price! 
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ſee ber Cruelties to me repaid, 
dd vo ol her tortur'd Soul upbraid. 
But Titus, Im more juſt; and racher mov'd, - 
Thar ev'n, Sir, you dare wrong the Thing I've lov'd. 

Tit, When 1 the Imperial Power did firſt aſſume, 
| firmly ſwore t'uphold the Rights of Rome, 
Should | to follow Love from Glory fly, 
Forſake my Throne, in ev'ry Vaſſal's Eye, 
How mean and deſpicable muſt | prove! 

An Emperour led about the World by Love! 
No, Prince, the taral Srory you muſt tell, 
And bid from me poor Berenice Farewel. 

But if the Hopes of 1e1gning in my Heart 

May any Eaſe to her fad Mind impart, 

Swear, Friend, by all that to my Soul is dear, 
Entire 1 will preſerve her ever there. 

Mourning at Court, and more exil'd than ſte, 
My Reign but a long Baniſhment ſhall be 

From all thoſe Joys that wait on Pomp and Power. 
Ta Morrow ſhe her Journey hence muſt take, 
And ſo I all, that e er | lov'd, forſake. 

Her to your Care and Conduct l commend ; 
For tho' my Rival, as a King and Friend 

The deareſt Treaſure | dare with you truf, 

Ant. Sir, do not tempt me, left l prove unjult- 
Her Charms hit made me my own Fame forego, 
Will be roo apt to make me falſe to you. 1 
Tr. No more; I know thee, have thy f loncwk tfy'd, 
Firm (till in Danger ul es by my Side. 

Thou knew'ſt my Love, whilſt thine was ye! conceal'd, 
When all thy Hopes by my Succeſs were quel d: 
Even at that time thou didſt no Falſhond ſhow, 
And wilt not wrong me on Advantage now, 
Exit Titus. 

Ant. No, I'll not fee her, neither dare I gc: 

Too ſoon from others her hard Lot the'll know, 
Doſt thou not think ber Fate's 2nou;'b ſevere, 
Ualeſs that I rh'anwelcome Meſſage bear? 

I. who her Hate enough have felt betore, 

And need not ſcek new Ways to purchaſe more 
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134 Trruvs ard Brnnwrcs. : 
Fee, ſhe approaches; now the Coward play. _ 

And, when you might have conquer d 2 | 
Ant. Oh Heav'n ! 


Perhaps 'tis me alone Gi you — 
Ant. You come not Fere Antiochus to find, 
The Viſit to another was deſign d; 
Caſar: And tis on him the Blame muſt light, 
It now my Preſence here offend your Sight. 
They're his Commands are guilty of the Sin: 
It may be elſe I had at Oi been. 
Bey. His Friends are always with his Preſence grac'd, 
* Tis I alone that cannot be fo bleſt. 
Ant. Too much has Prejudice upon you gaia'd: 
*T'wzs for your ſake alone l was detain d. 
Ber. For mine? away. | 
Aut. Tyrannick Fair, tis true, 
e kept me here only to talk of you. 5 
Der. Of me, my Lord! forbear this courtly Art, 
You're brave, and ſhould not mock an eaſie Heart. 
In my Diſtreſs what Pleaſure could you ſee? 
Alas! or what could Titus fay of me? 
ne. Better a thouſand. times than I can tell. 
So firm a Paſſion in his Heart does dwell, 
When you are nam d he's from himſelf transform d, 
And ev ry way betrays how much he's chacm'd. 
Love in lais Face does like 4 riſe, 
And Majeſty's no longer in his Eyes, 
- Bar — — behind, 1 dare not ſpeak 
For at the News your tender Heart would break. 
Ber. How, Sir? | ( 
Ant. Ere Night the Truth of what I've ſaid you'll know, | 
And then, I doubt not, juſtifie me too. 
Farewel. 
Ber, Oh Heav'a! what can this Linguage mean FT 
You ſee before your Eyes a wretciied Queen, - 
| f 
/ 
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Sr, of my Quiet if you have ſuch Care, 
Or if my felt your Eyes held ever dear, 
Dips! this MERE of Trouble from my Soul. 


ME "Tirvs ard BrnixIcCE. 


9 Ant. Madam, your ſet excule, 
For your own fake it is that I retuſe. 
will not be long before the Doubt's remov'd. 
Bey. You told me once, Antiochus, you lov'd. 
But ſure 'twas only that you mighrbetray ; 
Or elſe you more would fear to difubey. 
Ant. I diſobey you! ask my Life, and try 
No gloriouſly I for your fake can die. 
I would by far be the more welcome Fate, 
| Thannowto ſpeak, and ever gain your Hate. 
Ber. No, Sir, you never ſhall my Hatred find. 
is my Deſire, and you mult be fo kind. 
Will you? 
Ant. Heav'n! this Conſtraint is worſe than Death, 
Yeu drive, and wil not give me time to breath. 
O, Madam! put me to no further Pain. 
Ber. Mult I then ever beg, and beg in vain ? 
Hence froward Prince, either the Truth relate, 
Forbear, or be aſſur d for ever of my Hate. 
Ant. My Heart was always yours, and is ſo iN, 
For ever mult depend upon your Will. 
I wiſh another way your Pow'r you'd try d: 
But you're reſolv d, and muſt be farisfy*/; 
Yet flatter not your ſelf, I ſhall declare 
Thoſe Horrors which perhaps you dare not hear 
Yau cannot but believe; I know your Heart; 
Look then to feel me ſtrike its tender ſt Part. 
Titus has told _—_— 
Ber. What? fear no Surprize. Et 
Anz. That he muſt part for ever from your Eyes, 
Bey, We part! can Things another Nature take? 
Or Titus ever Berenice ? 
Ant. Perhaps tis range that I ſhould tell you ſo. 
Bur you ſhall find Fil do him Juſtice too. 
Whatever in a Heart, both kind and great, 
Love with Deſpair moſt dreadful could create, 
I faw in his: He weeps, laments, and more 
Than ever does fair Berenice adore, 
But what avails it, that ſuch Love he ſhowy: ? 
A Queen fuſpected t Rome's Empire grows, 
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156 Titus and BrrENICE. 
And Titus cannot with her Laws diſpenſe , 
For therefore tis you muſt be baniſh'd hence. 
Ber What do I hear, alas, Phanicia ! 
Ant. Nay, to Morrow is your lait and utmoſt Day: 
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In bearing this the Courage well you'll prove 
Of that great hry Soul, which ſcorn'd my Love. 
Ber. Will Titus leave his Berenice forlorn ? 


He who fo many Oaths ſo oft hath ſworn 

Tul not believe't ; his Love and Faith's more ſtrong, | 

Em ſure bes guilleſs, and you do him Wrong: ' 

This is 2 Snare to diſunite us laid; | 
Titus, thou lov'ſt me, doſt not wiſh me dead. 
No, ſtrait I'll fee bim, and ſecure all Fear, | 1 
Let $ 420 ' 
Ant. Too well you may behold him here. | 
Ber. Too well you wiſh it, to perſwade it. No. N 
In this your baſe degenerate Soul you ſhow ; 5 
14 
l 


When you no other Stratagem could find 
T'abuſe my Heart. you would betray ycur Friend. 
Fowe'er he prove, know I your Sight abhor, 
Ard from this Minute never lee me more. 
Ant. Oh Berenice! remorſeleſe cruel Fair! 
Born only for my Torment and D ſpair. 
Was it for this fo faithfully I ſerv'd? 
Is this the Recom pence I have deſerv'd? 
F, who fur you did all Ambition wave, 
And left a Kingdom to become your Slavt! 
Curſe on my Fate ! 
Bey. It cer my Heart you priz'1, 
Tou never hid this Cruelty devis d. 
Never to work my Torment b:en thus bold; EA 
And fo triumphantly the Story told. 
Away, Plauicia; no more I hear him ſpeak. 
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fie Now, my A ſices would my Heart but break; 
Bur yet | hope in part I've Freedom won, - 1 
And what Love would nor, by her Hate (h'as done. | 
The Pain [ lately endur d thou hatt bebeld; ( 
I left her al! eaamour'd, jealous, wild: 3 
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| now performing this ignoble part. 
Fl ever bath her my Heart. 
She lefr me cruelly, and let her go; 
My Honour and Repoſe command it too. 
For ever to my Eyes 2 Stranger de. 
Till I have learnt to ſcorn as well as ſhe, Exeunt. 


| | Enter Berenice m diſorder. 
Ber. I Of my Wrong too well am fatisfy'd: 

To fee the perjur'd Titus twice I try'd; 
Twice for Admittance to him begg'd in vain; 
Nor is Phanicia yet return'd again. 
| Phenicia has no Anſwer to bring back. 

Ingratt ful Titus will not hear her (peak : 
But hides himſelf, and from my Fury flies: 
Nor will have Senſe, though Berexice dies. 
Enter Phaenicia. 
Phanicia, well, my Titus haſt thou ſeen? 
Whac? will he come and make me live again ? 

Phan. Madam, the Emperor J alone tid f d ; 
And faw in his the Trouble of your Mind; 

I faw the Tears he would have hid, run down. 

Ber, But was he not aſham'd they ſhou'd be ſhown ? 
Lookt he not as he thought his Love Diſgrace? * 
Ani was not all the Emperor in his Face? 

Phen. Doubt it not, Madam, he will ſoon be here: 
But wherefore will you this Diſorder wear? 

Your rifl'd Drefs let me in order place, 
And theſe diſheve!'d Locks that hide your Face. 

Ber. Forbear Phemeia. let it all alone: 

x, | No, he ſhall fee the Triumph he has von; 
j How vain theſe to-1:h Ornaments muſt prove; 
It neither Faith. nor Tears, nor Means can move! 
Enter Antiochus and Arſaces. 

Oh, my unruly Sorrows! Oh, my Fears! 

Wao's here? 

\ <6, Arſaces, Borenics in Tears. 
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Ber. Antivchus! Phanicia, let's away; 
To let him fee my Torments Ell not ſtay. 
Ant. Now whither's all my Reſolution gone? 
Aan, who could fee'r and be his own! 
faid I'd never fee her 
my 


2 


Face 

come Boaſtings all were vain; 

ing her Suffcrings all her Scorn forget, 
ofe 


| Vengeance 
Wretched Antiochus! with bow much Care 


How poorly all my Injuries have born! 

Hopeleſs, undone, and to my ſelf a Scorn; 

Leave me alone unhappy as I am: 

I would not bave a Witneſs of my Shame. 
Enter Titus attended. 

Tit. "Twas cruel not to fee her: Oh my Heart: 
And now 1 go to ſee her, but to part. 
Ruilius fly, and ſooth the Queen's Deſpair, 
And for our meeting Berenice prepare. 

Ant. What have you done, Sir; Berenice will die; 
I faw her hence with Har diſhevel'd fly. 
"Tis only you her Fury can ſurceaſe. 
Whene'er you're nam'd ſhe's inſtantly at peace. 
Her Eyes ftill bent to your Apartment were, 
And ev'ry Moment ſeem d to wiſh ycu near. 

Tit. Antiochus, aſſiſt me what to do; 
m not prepar'd for the fad Interview. 
I have not yet conſulted well my Heart, 
And doubt it is not ſtrong enough to part. 
Since firſt I took poſſeſſion of the Throne, 
What is it for my Honour I have done? 
My Love and Folly only Pve diſclos'd, 
And nothing Nos 4 Weakneſſes expos'd. 
The Golden Days, where are they to be found. 
So much expected when this Head was Crown's ? 
Whoſe Tears have I dry'd up? or in what Face 
Can I the Fruits of any good Act trace? 
Know I what Years Heay'n has for me decreed ? 
Aud of theſe few, bow few arc to ſucceed? 


nd 


r 


Ol ſuch a Love as nothing could impair, 
| Should come bimſelf and tell how falſe they were, 
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ad yer how many bave I ſpent in waſte! 
Sr 


\ Enter Berenice preſſing from Nut. and Paul. 
Ber. Let me alone, your Councils all are weak; 
see him I muſt, he's here, and | will ſpeak. 
Has Titus then forſook me? is it true? 
Muſt we two part; does he command it too? 
Tis, O! ſtop the Deluge, which fo fiercely flows; 
This is no time t'allay each others Wees, 
Enough I feel my own Afflictions ſmart; 
And need not thoſe dear Tears to damp my Hear?, 
But if we neither can our Griefs command, 
Yet with ſuch Honour let em be ſuſtain d, 
As the whole World to hear it told ſhall ſmar*; 
For, deareſt Berenice, we mult part. 
And now I would net a Diſpute maintain, 
Whether 1 lov'd, but whether I mult reign. 
Ber, Reign (Cruel) then, and fatisfic your Pride 
Ind tor your Cruelties be Deify'd. | | 
Til ne er diſpute it farther. I but ſtay d 
Till Titus, who fo many Vows had made 


Now I believe'c, enough l've heard you tell, 

And 1 am gone——cternally farewel, 

Frernally -Ah, Sir, conſider now | 
How harſh that Word is, and how dreadful too, 
Conſider, oh! the Miſeries they bear, 

That are tor eveR@bb's of all that's dear; 


* 


From this fad MIR never more to meet 
Is it for Day to and Day to fer, 
In which I m fd my Hopes ſtill young, 


Nor yet once fee my Tieus all Day long? 
Heav'ns' how I wildly rave—:o loſe my Pains 
On him ungrateful, that my Tears difdains ! 
Of all thoſe Days ot Abſence I ſhall count 
With him. the Number will to nothing mount. 
Ti. Doubt it not Madam, there will be no need 
To count the Days that ſhall your Loſs ſucceed, 
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I hope ere long that you will hear from Fame, 
| How very wretched and how juſt I am. 
My Heart bleeds now, I feel the Drops run down ; 
Nor can it be long dying when you':e gone. 
Bey. Ah why, Sir, muſt we part, if this be true? 
My Claims to Marriage I'll no more renew. 
Will Rome accept of nothing but my Death? 
Or why dye envy me the Air you breath? 
Tit. Madam, you are too pow'rſul ev ry way, 
Shall I withſtand it? wo, for ever (lay. 
Then 1 from Bliſs muſt always be debar d, 
And on my Heart for ever keep a Guard. 
Wich Fears through all my courſe ot Glory move, 
Leſt ere aware I loſe my ſelf, and Love. 
Ev'n now my Heart is from my Boſom ſtray d, 
And all its ſwellings on a ſudden laid, 
Bent thus to you by all Love's ſofteſt Powers, 
And only this remembers, that 'tis yours. +. 
Ber. O, Titus, whilſt this charming Tale you tell, 
Dye ſce the Romans ready to rebel ? | 
Tit. How they will look on the Affront, who kr.ows, 
If once they murmur and then fall to Blows ? 
Muſt I in Battel juſtiſie my Cauſe? 
Or it they ſhould ſubmit and ſet their Laws, 
How muſt I be expos'd another Day 
And for their Patience too, bo largely pay! 
With Grievances and wild Demand til] curſt. 2 
Shall 1 dare plead the Laws that break em firſt ? [ 
Ber. How much you are an Emperor now I fin?, [ 
"Tis plain in your unſteady anxious Mind. | 
You weigh your People's Rights to your own Fears, = 
But never value Berenice's Tears? | | 
Tit. Not value em! Why are you ſo unjuſt? 
Now, by the Honour of my Father's Duſt, 
By Heav'n ard all the Gods that govern there, 
Ii any thing to me be halt ſo dear; 
May I be as a Slave, depos'd and ſerve, 
Or elle forlorn in ſore wild Deſart ſtarve, 5 | 
Der 
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Tul I'm as wrerched as my Ills deſerve. 
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Bey. Laws you may change; why will you for their fake 
Inro your Breaſt eternal Sorrows take? 
Rome has her Privileges; have not you 
Your Intereſts, your Rights as ſacred too? 
Say. ſpeak. 
Tit. Alas! bow do you rend my Breaſt! 
[| know indeed I never can have Reſt; 
And yet the Laws of Rome | cannot change. . 
De, break my Heart, and rake your full Revenge. 
Bir. How weak a Guard does now your Honour keep ! 
You are an Emperor, and yet you weep. 
Tit, I grant it. I am ten b'- 1 do, 
] weep, alas! I fiph and tremble too, 
For when to Empire firſt 1 did attain, 
Rome made me {wear | would her Rights maintain. 
I did, ard muſt perf-rm what I then vow'd; 
Others before me to the Yoke have bow'd: 
And *'tis their Honour: yet in leaving you, 
All their auſtereſt Laws 1 ſhall out-4o: 
And an Example leave fo brave and great, 
Ar none ſhall ever after imitate. 
Ber. To your Barbarity there's nothing hard : 
Go on, and Infamy be your Reward. 
Long ſince my Fears your Falſhood had diſplay'd; 
Nor would | at your Suite have longer ſtay d. 
| VWouldI the baſe Indignities have born 
Of a rude People, publick Hate and Scorn ? 
No, to this Breach I would have ſpur'd you on. 
And | am pleas d it is already done. 
No longer ſhall the fear of me prevail; 
I — — think to hear me rail. 
leav'n invoke, its Vengeance to 3 
No, for if Heav'n vouchſate to hear 2 
I beg no Memory may there remain, | 
Of either your Injuſtice, or my Pain. [ Kneels. 
Eur the ſad Berenice, before ſhe dies, 
Is fure to have Revenge, if you have Eyes. 
> | Nor, Titus, need | go to find it far, 
: No turther than that Heart, I have it there. 
[ Foin., to his Breaſt. 
1 85 Wichin 
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. ful rife your Gant 
Integrities, my Torments now, 

— qty ungrateful perjur'd Man, have bred, 

My Blood which in your Palace I ſhall ſhed, 

Sufficient Terrors to your Soul ſhall give, 

And tis to them that my Revenge Fl! leave. [ Ex, fariouſy, 
Paul. Thus, Sir, at leaſt the Conqueſt you Mee won, 

The Queen you ſec*s contented to be gone. | 
Tis. Curſe on thy Roman Rudeneſs, that canſt ſee 

Such Tears unmov'd, and mock fuch Miſery! 

Oh! I am loſt, and tis in vain to ſtrive; 

If Berenice dies, I cannot live. 

Fly and prevent that Fate to which fh.'s gone. 
Bd her but live, tell her the Worlu's ber own. [Exit Ru. 
Paul. Sir, it 1 might adviſe, you ſhould not lend. 

Rather command her Womea to attend ; | 
They better can her Melancholy cheer; | 
Tie worſt is pat, and now tis mean to fear. 
aw your melting Pity when ſhe wept, 
And my rough Heart but very hardly ſcap'd. 
Yer look a liitle farther, and you ll tind 
Thar, ſpite of all, your Fortune yet is kind. 
What Triumphs the whole World prepares, you'll ſes, 
And then hereafter think how great you'll be. 
Tit, Who fer Barbarity would be adoi'? 
F hate my ſelf. Nero fo much abhor'd, 
That bloody Tyrant, whom | bluſh to name, 
Was never belt fo cruel as I am. | 
No, Ill purſue the Queen, ſhe loves me ſlill. ; | 
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Will pardon me when at her Feet Ikrecl: 

Let's go, and let proud Rowe ſay what it will. 

Paul. How, Sir? 
Tit. By Heav'n | know not what I fay: 

| Exceſs of Sorrow drives my Mird aſtray. YL 
aul. O follow where your tull Renown does lead, 

Tour laſt Adieus Report — has ſpread. 


Rome that did mcurn, does now new Triumphs frame, 
The Temples fume with Offerings to your Name: 
The People wild in the Applauſe you've won. 
With Laurel Wreaths to crown your Statues run, my Fr” 
Ka F 


4 


5 


Tirus and BRI N Ie. 163 


for ſo wild Beaſts roar o'er their murder d Prey. : 
Who would have Senſe the Sweets of Pow'r to prize! 
Since moſt in danger, when we higheſt riſc : 
For who by Greatneſs e*er did w? 
None but the heavy Slave is truly fo, 

Who travels all his Life in one dull Road. 


| And, drudging on, in quiet loves his Load; 


S-eking no farther than the Needs of Life, 
Knows what's his own, and ſo exempt from Strife, 
And cheriſhes his homely cruel Wite, 

Lives by the Clod, and thinks of nothing higher ; 
Has all, beczuſe he cannot much deſire. 

Had I been born fo low, I had been bleſt, 


Ot what I love, without controul, poſſeſt: 


Never had Honour or Ambition known, 
Nor ever to be Great had been undone. {Shouts within. 
Pani, The Tribune, Sir, and Senate with their State, 

Pu? Name of all the Empire for you wait; | 

They're follow'd too by an impatient Throng, 

Who ſeem to murmur you delay fo long. 5 | 
Tit. Toil me no more, diſperſe that clamorous Rout; 

Tell 'em, they ſhall no more have cauſe to doubt: 

The Queen's departure they'll ro morrow fer, 

And me as wretched as they'd have me be. 


Take this, Paulinus: bear it to the Queen; 


| [Uirites on @ Tablet. 
For ſhould we meet, I muſt relapſe again; 
I've bd ker here eternaily adieu: | 
Stay while ſhe reads it, and her Troubles view, > 


And bring me faithful Word, as thou art true. 

Hold! Oh my Heart! yet go, it mult be done, 

For what's neceſſity we cannot ſhun. 

Would I had never known what *cis to live, 

Qr a new Being to my ſelf could give; 

2 monſtrous and unheard of Shape now find, 
« "os tl 

3 "ge, and W Mind. 
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Enter Antiochus, Attendants, and Arſaces. 
Ant. My laſt Adieu to pay 


I come, and dare in Rome no longer ſtay. 3 

My Grie fs and my afflictions grow fo high, . 

It not by Abſence flicken'd I mult die. : = 1 
Tit. What Reaſon bave the Happy to repine? 

Now Berenice for ever will be thine, 1 

With all her Charms receive her to thy Breaſt, = 

And be ot all I ever lov'd poſF:{t, | «1 


Ant It is beneath vou. Sir, to mock my Pain: 
I ever kneel to Bereaice again! hs 
No ſhould I ſtay to ice you when you part, 3 
Tho? 1 am ſure the Sight would break my Fleart, 
Yet ſhe, as flill my Prayers have been den) d, 
Tho? I but begg'd one Bleſſing ere 1 dy'd, | 
Even then with Scorn would throw me from her fide, ) 
Tit. Oh Heav'n! ſhe'sentring, from her Charms let's ly F * 
Meet, and prevent her [ Ex. Titus, ] 
Enter Berenice, Cc. | 
Ber. How he haſtes away! 14 
Ingrateful! Deareſt perjur d Titus, ſtiy. DW, 
Aff ctions catch him, great as thole | bear. 
My Lord, at laſt J have rect ivd my Doom: | 
Tis feal'd : But ere I part from you and Rome, | 
Desk, and I your Pardon would receive, 5” 4 
Can you the Wrongs which 1 have done forgive! | 
Ant. I never any Iruries did find: 1 
No, Berenice has always been too kind. | 
With one ſoft Word, how ſuddenly I'm loſt, | 
And have no Senſe of my Diſgraces paſt! [ 
But muſt I then for ever loſe you ſo? | s | 
I am no Reman, nor was cer your Foe. 1 
No, rather here continue, and be Great, 
Whilſt I lie ever hopeleſs at y our Feet. 
Bey. Should I ſtay here. and my Wrongs tamely | 
For him that ſhuns, and flies me ev'ry where? 
I have a nobler Mind, and you ſhall fee 
I can diſdain and ſcorn as much as he; 
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por tho? is true, I never can be yours; 


Both Rome and him my Heart this Hour abjures. 

Ant. To baniſh him your Heart whilſt you prepare. 
What will you do with all the Love thar's there ? 
There's no one Mortal can deſerve it all, 
And fure a little to my ſhare might fall. | 

Ber. Oh of that killing Subject talk no more; 
] would have lov'd you, if I cou'd before. 
Love for another ſtruck me with his Dart, 
And tis not in my Power tu force my Heart. 

Ant. When firſt my Paſſion was diſdain d for him, 
You kept we yet alive with your Efteem. 
But now at laſt his Breach ot Faith you fee, 2 
And bear it nobly too: How can you be © 
T'your ſelf fo juſt, and yet fo hard to me? 

Ber. What cruel Storms and fierce Aſſaults you make, 
To batter down a Heart you cannot take, 
Till you have broke it. Will you not give o'er? 
No, rather let me go, and hear no more. 

Ant. O ſtay, fince of the Vict'ry you're ſecure; , 
Pity the Pains and Anguiſh I endure. $ 
In Wounds, which you and none but — 


Look back, whilſt at your Feet my felt I caſt, 
And think the Sigh that's coming is my laſt. 
My Heart its fad eternal Farewel takes; 

Be but ſo kind to fee me when it breaks. 

Ber. Rife, riſe, my Lord. The Emperor's return d, 
Conduct me hence, let me not more be ſcorn'd. 

Enter Titus. 

Tit. How am I loſt! reſolve on what I will, 
Spite of my ſelf I wander this way ſtill. 

Why would you, Berenice, my Preſence ſhun ? 

Ber. No! Ell hear nothing, I've refoly'd ou flight, | 
And will be gone. Why come you in my fig't? 4 
Why come you thus t exaſperate my Deſpair ? 
Are you yet not content? I know you are. 
Die. It ever yet my Heart was dear to you 
By all our plighted Vows, thoſe ſofteſt Hours 


For what! a People's rude 
ith of my Misfortunes rend 
Clouds, and Shouts to Heav'n in Volleys ſend? 


8 
- 


i 
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y, Tix, might we have been bleſt! 
Or in your Nature with you boi n? 
Oh Berenice! bow you deſtroy me! 


angel 


. This Art to torture 


of 
4 


= 


bring your Chair nearer. 


Tit. Can you do any thing to make me hate? 
Or can I ever Berenice forget? 
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This hard 
Gainſt Heart, too much before ſurcharg'd. 
OS how — and recal 

fince firſt I at your Feet did fall. 


at this time your greateſt 
= you were never ſo belov'd as now ; 
Ber. Still your Love you'd have me own, 
Yet you your ſelt command me to be gone. 
Is my Deſpair fo charming to your View? 
D'you think the Tears I ſh:d are all too few ? 
Of ſuch a Heart a vain Return your make; 
No, never call thoſe dear Ideas back; 
* But ſuffer me in this Belief to reſt; 
That ſecretly long ſince exil'd your Breaft, 
| only from a faichleſs Wretch depart, 
And one that never lays the Loſs to Heart. 
II you had lov'd me, this had ne'er been ſent 
| Here you've commanded me to Baniſhment. 
| [Opens the Tablets, 
What wond'rous Love you bear me this doth ſhow: 
Read, read, Ungratetul, read, and let me ge. 
[stves bim the Tablets. 
Ti, You ſhall not go, I have not given Conſent, 
Nor will Jever, to your Baniſhmenr, 
Tour cruel Reſolution I defcry : 
To be reveng'd of me you ſeek to die. 
| Ard then of all 1 love, except the Pain, 


| Nought but the fad Remembrance will remair. 


Antiochus be thou a Witneſs here 
[Ber. /anks down in a Chair. 
Cf all my Miſery and my Deſpair, 
Ant. Deſpair's a Theme I only underſtand: 
You, if you will, your Wiſhes may command. 
Such Beauty ready for Poſſf ſſion fee, 

And leave that ugly Hag, Deſpair, to me. 
Ii. Behold hole Ey es, ho dull and dark they grow ! 
Madam, when at yuur Feet I fail thus low. [ Kneels, 

Vouch- 


b. 
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65 the Blow you cruelly prepare | 
To wound that Breaſt, where I, you fay, have ſhare. 


268 Tirus and BxxtExICcn. © 
Vouchſafe my fad Afflictions to believe, 


Alas! 'tis all the Eaſe I'm like to have. 
When firſt the dreadful Minute | beheld; 
That by my Duty and the Laws compell'd, 
I nad i torc'd that you mult hence depart, 
Though 


* Twas then my on na — 2 
Foreſeeing your Reproaches your I ears, 

I then — Madam, all the weight 

Of Woes that can on worſe Misfortunes light. 
But whatſoever Fears oppreſs d my Heart, 

I find I but foreſa the leſſer part. 

I thought my Virtue not fo apt to bow; 

And am aſham'd 'tis thus entangled uow. 


Ber. Let me alone, and vex my Soul no more. 


You of your Virtue talkt enough before. 
Urge it not ſtill to aggravate my Shame. 


When crown'd with Conqueſt from the Wars you came, 
I know you brought me but to fill your State; 


For elſe the Triumph bad not been compleart. 


Tit. Since you have then reſolv d, it ſhall be fo; 


And judge by this if you're belov'd or no. 


No longer Torments on my Soul ſhall prey, 


Since you to Freedom fee fo brave a Way: 

A Way by more than one great Roman ſhowr, 
W bo when their Miſcries had 
Propt from within, ſhook off with 


And thus fell nobly grapling with their Fate. 


Ber. Oh ſtay! to wrong me more what way d' 


ould Tiens die for Berenices ſake ? 


To hurt what's mine would be unjuſtly done; 


No, rather ſtrike this Heart that's all your own: 
Tis. Beſt of thy Sex! and deareſt! now | ſee 


How poor is Empire when compar'd to thee. 


Henee, ye perplexing Cares, that clog a Brain | 
' Whilſt struck with Ecſtatie, L here fall down, [Eb 
x Thy 


_ 


- 


« 


? 


nothing cer can baniſh you my Heart: 


preſt em down, 
Lite the Weight. 
[Offers in fab bin 
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Thus at your Feet a happy Proſtrate laid. 
Im == more bleſt chan if the World I ſwas'd. 
Ber. Now the bleſt Berenice enough has ſeen: ¶ Kees. 
I thought your Love had quite extinguiſh'd been: 
But twas my Error; for you (till are true, 
Your Heart is troubled, and your Tears I view, 
Ev'a my worlt Suffering: much o'er-paid | fee, 
Nor ſhall th' unhappy World be curſt for me. 
Nothing, fince firſt 'twas yours, my Love would ſliake, 
80 abſolute a Conqueſt did you make: 
But now I'll bring it the urmoſt Teſt, 
And with one funeral \& crown all the reſt. 
Tit. Hah! tell me, Berenice, what will you do? ? 
Ber. Far trom your Sight and Rome lor ever go: © 
] have refolv'd ont. and it thall be fo, g 
Tit. Antwchus ! l'm born to be undone, 
| When | the greateſt Ca:rqueſt thought t have won, 
e, | o' in my nobleſt Race I am out-run. | 
| But thou wert always gen'rour, always kind: 7! 
Your enlarg d Kingdom fhall to her's be join d. | 
And now how much you are my faithful Friend, 
Ja being fo to her, you'll beſt expreſs. 


[ Falling on his Neck, 
Never forſake her in her {ad Diftreſs. 
Where-c'er ſhe goes, for ever with her be; 
And fometimes in my Abſence ſigh for me. 
Ant. Avſaces ! on thy Boſom let me lie, 
Whilſt 1 but take one laſt dear Lok, and die. 
Ber, No live, and by a generous Strife out-do 


Us both, and of your ſelf be Conqu'ror too. 
Farewel. | | 
Let us all three a rare Example prove, 


Ot a woſt tender, though unhappy, Love. 
Thus, Sir, your Peace and Empire | reſtore. „ 
Farewel, and reign, I Il never fee you more. [ Ex. Ber 4 
Ant, Oh Heav'a! 1 
. Tis. She's gone, and all I valu'd loft: 
4 Now, Friend, let Rome ot her great Emp'ror b oaſt. 
Ivf Por. I. I | Since 
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OCTAVIAN. _ 
F nls is unhappy News; I did not . 
| =] pet my Father in two Months, and | 
14 Sor you Gy de is vewen'd ebony. | 
_ Thar be arr A — 
That he arriv'd this Morning? 
This very Morning. _— 
od. And that he is come with a Re» 
| — to marry me? 
. Yes, Sir, to marry you. 
O I am ruin'd and undone; prichee adviſe we. 
Shift. Adviſe you? 8 
od. Yes, adviſe me. Thou art as ſurly, as if thou reals. 3 
ly cou!d'it do me no Good. Speak: Has Neceſſity raught 
thee no Wit? Haſt thou no Shift? "FN 
Shift. Lord, Sir, I am at preſent very buſie in contri- J 
ving ſome Trick to ſave my * I am feſt Prudear, ad 
then Good · natur d. _ 
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| odd. How will my Father rage and ſtorm, when he 
» underſtands what Things have bappen'd in his Abſence? 
| I dread his Anger and Reproaches. "i 
Sf. Reproaches! Wou'd I could be quit of him | 
eably; methinks | feel him already on my Shoulders. | 
Oct. Diſmhberiting is the leaſt I can expect. | 
Shift. You ſhould have thought of this before, and not 
have tall'n in Love with I know not whom, one that 
you met by chance in the Dover Coach : She is indeed a 
geod ſmug Laſe, but God knuws what ſhe is beſides; 
1e h po 2 — 
Och. Villun. | 
Swift. 1 have done, Sir, I have done. 
. 1 have no Friend that can appeaſe my Father's 
1 Arger, and now I hall be betray d to Want and Mi- 
3 fer Yo 
PF Shift. For my part I know but one Remedy in our 
Mis fortunes. | 
02. Pricice, what is it? | 


Shift. You know that Rogue and Arch-Cheat, Scapin. 

OX. Well; what of him? 

Shift, There is not a more ſubtle Fellow breathing; fo 
eng, he can cheat one newly cheated ; tis tucha | 
- wheadling Rogue, Id undertake in two Hours he ſhall | 

make your Father forgive you all; nay, allow you Mony 

for your neceſſary Debauches : 1 faw him in three Days 
_ an old cautious Lawyer turn Chymiſt and Pro- 
:tor. 

8 Oct. He is the fitteſt Perſon in the World for my Buſi- | 
neſs ; the impudent Varlet can do any thing with the | 
peeviſh old Man. Prithee go louk him out, we'll ſet him 


work immediately. | 
Shift. See where he comer Monſicur Scapun. | 
Enter Scapin. = 


Scap. Worthy Sir! | 
Shift. I have been giving my Maſler a brief Acccunt of | 


1 
2 . 
4 | 75 * 7 


thy woſt Noble Qualities: I told him thou wert as valiant | 
25 — Cuckold, fincere as WLores, honeſt as Pimps | { 
in Want, | 


Seas 
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Alas, Sir, I but copy you: Tis you are brave, 
you the Gibbets, Halters and Priſons which tlreaten 
you, and valiantly proceed in Cheats and Robberies. 

dd. Oh Scatin I am utterly ruin'd without thy AI- 


ſiſtance. 

Sab. Why? What's the Matter, good Mr. Octavian? 

od. My Father is this Day arriv'd at Dover with old 
Mr. Gripe. with a Reſolution to marry me. 

Scap. Very well. | | 

od. Thou knoweſt I am already marry d: How will 
my Father reſent my Diſobedience? I am tor ever loſt. 
unleſs thou canſt find ſome means to reconcile me to 
him. | 

Scab. Does your Fit“ er know of your Marriage ? 

OZ. | am afraid he is by tins time acquinted with . 

Sap. No Matter, no matter, all ſhatt be witli; } art 
, | publick-ſpiited: I love ta help diſtreſſed young Gentle 
men: an thank Heav'n l have had gocd Succeſs enough. 

0# BRefives, my pectent Want muſt be conf:er d, 1 
am in Rebellion wirunut any Mony. 

Scap. | have Trick; and Shifis too to get that: I ein 

Cheat upon Occahan; but Cheating i: nov grown an ill 
Trede; yet Heav'n be thank d, there were never mrs 
Cub je- and Fools; but the great Rooks and Cheats abs 
| . by pubuck Authority ruin ſuch little Uader-er ders 
25 1 am, 

od. Weil, get thee ſtraight about thy Zu“ ueſs: Cant 
thou mike m2 Vie of my Rogue here? 
| _ Scap. Yes, I ſhall want his Aſſiſtance; the Knave has 
1 Cunning, and may be uſe ful. 

5 Shift. Ay Sie; but like other wiſe Men. I am n t ver- 
| valiant: Pray leave me out of this Butineſs: My Fears 

—— you; you ſhall execute, Iii fic at home and 
vile. 

Scap. I ſtand nat in need of thy Courage, but thy Im- 
pudence, and thou haſt enough of that: Come, come. 
tiou ſhalt along: What Man, ſtand out tor a Ceating? 
that's the worſt can happen. : „ 4 

Shift, Well, well. 155 | - = 
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Enter Claras. 
Oct. Here comes my deareſt Clara. 
Cla. Ah me, Octavian! I bear ſad News : They fay; 
your Father is return'd. 

OZ. Alas! tis true, and I am the moſt unfortunate 
Perſon in the World; but tis not my own Miſery that I 
conſider, but yours : How can you bear thoſe Wants to 
which we mult be both reduc'd ? | 
Cla. Love ſhall teach me, that can make all things es- 

fie to us; which is 2 Sign it is the chieſeſt Good: But | 

have other Cares: Will ycu be ever conſtant? Shall not 
your Father's Severity conſtrain you to be talſe? 

Od. Never, my Deareft, never. 

Cla. They that love much may be allow'd ſome Fears, 
Come, come; we have now no time to hear you 
+ Ffeak fine tender things to one another: Pray do you 
prepare to encounter with your Father, 

Cla. 1 tremble at the Thoughts of ir. 
 Cia. You muſt apprar reſolute at fit: Tell lim you 
can live without troubling him; threacen him to turn 
Soldier; ar, what will frighten him worſe, fay, you'll 
wen Poet. Come, Vil warrant you, we bring him to 
Oc. What would I give twere over? 

Scap. Let us practiſe a little what you are to do. Sup» 
4 ot yp Father, very grave, and very angry. 


upon his y Acquaintance; a little more furlily : — 
Very well: —— Now I came full of my Fatherly Au- 
thority 


Octavian, thou makeſt me weep to ſee thee; but, alas 
are not Tears of ſoy, but Tears of Sorrow. Did 


I think thy Mother Virtuous, I ſhould pronounce 
art not mine; Newgate-Bird, Rogue, Villain, what 


tick baſt thou play d me in my Abſence ? Marry'd ? 
: But to whom ? Nay that thou knoweſt not. Pll 
warrant you ſome Waiting-Woman corrupted in a civil 


174 The Cut arts of Scavin. 


Seap Do you look very careleſly, like a ſmall Courtier 


ſo good a Father beget fo lewd a Son? Nay, but for 


. 


N— kD AG i 4 — 


Tbrif. Was FRG ever ſuch a raſh Action? a 

Scap. He has been inform'd of the Buſineſs, and is nam 
ſo full of it, that he vents it to himſelf. 

Thrif. I would fain hear what they can fay for them» 
ſelves, 

Kap. We are not unprovided. [A @ Diſtance. 

Thrif. Will they be fo impudent to deny the Taiag? 

cap. We never intend it. 

Thrif. Or will they endeavour to excuſe it? 

Kap That perhaps we may e. 

Thrif. But all ſhall be in vaia. 

Scap. We'll try that. 

Thrif. 1 know how to lay that Rogue my Son ſaſt. 

Scap. That we muſt prevent. 

Thrif. And for the Tatterde mallion Shift. Ii! thraſh him 


to Death; I will be three Years a Cuigelling him. 


Shift. I wonder d be had forgot me ſo lung. 


Thrif. Ob, oh! Yonder the Raſcal is, that brave Go- 


vernor! he tutor'd my Son finely, 
Seap.. Sir, I am overjoy'd at your ſafe Return. 
Thrif. Good Morrow, Scapin—— Indeed you have fol- 


low d my lu ſtructions very exactly, my Son has behaved 


bimfelf v very 3 in my Abſence, has be nor, Raf 
cal, has be not? [To Shift. 
Scap. 1 hope y you are very well. 
Thrif. Very wel! thou ſay't not a Word Varlet, 


sech. 


| thou he not 8 Word. 
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 Scap. Had you a good Voyage, Mr. Thrifty ? 
Thrif. Lord Sir! a very good Voyage; pray give a Min 
a little Leave to vent his Choler. 
Scap. Would you be in Choler, Sir? 
Thrif. Ay, Sir, I would be in Choler, 
Scap. Pray with whom? | 
Thrif With that confounded Rogue there. 
Scrap. Upon what Reaſon *? Hg 
Thrif. Upon what Reaſon? aft thou not heard what 
Ezth h.pren'd in my Abtence ? 
Scap. I heard a little idle Story. 
Thrif. A little jule Story, queth a! why Man, my Son's 
undone my Son s Undone. | 
Scap. Come. come, Things have not been well carry'd, 
but I wonld adviſe ycu to make no mote of it. 
Tr if. I'm not ©: your Opinion, 1:1 make the whole | 
Town ting of it. 2 [ 
Scap Lord, Sir, I have ſtot med about this Buſineſs as 
much as you can Go for your Hear, but what are we 
dota the better? I told him, Incerd, Mr. Octavian, you 
do tot do well to wrong fo gocd a Fither: I preached 
him three or feur times aflrep, but al would not do; 
ill at laſt, when I] had well ex.mined the Buſineſs, | 
icund you had not fo much Wiong done you as you ima- 
Elle. : | | 
Tirif. How, not Wrong done me, to have my Son 
Marry d without my Content to a Feppar ! 
Scap. Alas, he was ordained to it. 5 
Thrif. That's fine indeed; we ſhall ſteal, cheat, murder, 
and ſo be hang d, then fay we were ordain'd to it. By 
Sea. Truly. I did rot think you fo ſubtle a Philoſopher; 
Imean, he was fatally engaged in this Affair. 
Turif. Why did he engage himſelf? 

Scap. Very true indeed, very true; but ſie upon you 
yew, would you have him as wiſe as your ſelf? ycung 
Men will have their Follies, witneſs my Charge Leander; | 
who has gone and thrown away bimſelf at a ſtranger 
rate than ycur Son. I wou'd fain know if you were not 
once young your ſelf; yes I warrant you, and had your 

#F ahucs. | : | 
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F if. Yes, but they never coſt me any thing; a Man 
2. and as wicked as he pleaſe, if it colt him 
ap Alas, he was fo in love with the young Wench, 

that it he had not had her, he muſt haye certainly hang'd 

himſelf. | 
Shift. Muſt ! why, he had already done ir, but that I 

came very ſeaſonably and cut the Rope. 

| Thrift. Didit thou cur the Rope, Dog? I] murther 

a | thee tor that; thou Mouldft have let him hang. 

Sap. Beſide her Kindred ſurprized him with her, and 
ſorcd him to marry her. 


1 


15 Thrif. Then ſhould he have preſently gone, and pro- 
| teſted againſt the Vuience at a Notary's. 
1 Seap. O Lord, Sir, he ſcorn'd that. 


8 Thrif. Then might I eaſily have diſannull d the Marriage, 
 FScap. Diſannul the Marriage? 
| Thref. Yee. 


® | ASeap. You ſhall not break the Marriage. 

3 Thrif. Shall not I break it? 

y Scab. No. | 

ps; | Thrif. What, ſhall not 1 claim the Priviiegs of a Fa- 


T ther, and have Satisfaction for the Violence done to my 
Son? 


| Sap. is a Thing he will never conſent to. 
* Thrif. He will not conſent to! 
| Scap. No: Would you have him confeſs he was he. 


cor d into any thing! that is to declare himſelf a Ca- 
ward: Oh fie, Sir, one that bas the Honour ot being you 
Son, can never do ſuch à thing, , 
Torif. Piſh, talk not to me of Honour; he ſhall do it 
or be diſinherited. | 
Seap. Who ſnall diſinherit him? 
Thrif, That will J, Sir. 
Scap You dilinherit him! very good. 
Thrif. How very guod ? 
Scap. You ſhilt not difinhtrit him. 
 _ Thryf, Shall not I diſiaherit him? 
Sap. No. 
Arif No! . 
C | 1 


rs of Seavri. 
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Sir 
RM... Yes, Sir, for you can never have the Heart to 
it, 

Thrif. You ſhall find I can, _— = 
Scap. Come, you deceive your ſelf; Fatherly Aſſection 
muſt ſhow it fell. ie muſt, + pn do not I know you 
were ever tender-hearted ? | 
Tri. Y' are miſtaken, Sir; V“ are miſtaken : —= Piſh, 
why ao I ſpend my Time in Tictle-tattle with this idle 
Fellow? Hang-dog, go find out my Rake-Hell—. | 
[40 Shift.} whilſt I go to my Brother Gripe, and inform 

him of my Misfortune. 
 Scap. In the meantime, if I can do you any Service... | 
Thrife. O! I thank you, Sir, I thank you [Ex. Thrift, 
Ghife. I mult confeſs, thou art a brave Fellow, and our | 
Affairs begin to be in a better Poſture=— but the Mony, 
the Mon) —— we are abominable poor, and my Maſter 
has the vigilant Duns that torment him more than | 
an old Mother does a Gallant, when ſhe ſollicits 2 
Maintenance for her diſcarded Daughter. 
Scap. Your Mony ſhall be my next Care let me ſee, 
I want » Fellow to —— Can't thou nct counterfeit 2 
roating Bully of !/atia ?—— Stalk—— look big — very | 
well. Follow me, I have ways to diſguiſe thy Voice and | 
Shift. Pray take a little Care, and lay your Plot ſo that 
I may not act the Bully always; I would not be beaten 


like a Bully. - | 
Seap. We'll ſhare the Danger, we'll ſhare the Danger. 
LER. 


* ACT I. SCENE I. 


Grize. Q1R, what you tell me concerning your Son, 
hath ſtrangely fruſtrated our Deſigns. 

Thrif Sir, trouble not your ſelf about my Son; I have 
under take to remove all Obſtacles, which is the Buliceſs 
I am fo vigorouſly in Purſuit of, 

Gripe. In croth Sir, I'll :ell you whar I fay to you: 
The E uca ion of Chidren after the getting ot em, ought 
to be the neareſt Concern of a Facher. And dad you tu- 
tor'd your Son with that Cate and Duty incumbent on 
you, he never could to ſlightly bave forteited his. 

Thrif. Sir, to return you a Sentence for your Sentence: 
Thote that are ſ quick to cenſure and condemn the Con- 

duct of others, ought firti to take care that all be well ae 

| Hom-. 3 | 

Gre. Why, Mr. Thrifty, have you heard any thing con- 

|  eerning my Son ? | 

Thrif. It may be I have; and it may be worſe than of 

My 0-/n, 

Gripe. What is't I pray? my Son? | 

Thrif. Ev'n your own Scapin told it me, and you may 
hear it from him or ſome body elſe: For my part, I am 
your Friend, and would not willingly be the Meſſenger 
of ill News to one that | thick fo to me: Your Servant: 
I muſt haſten to my Council, and adviſe what's to be 
done in this Caſe. God-bu'y till I ſee you again. : 

Gripe. Worſe than his San! For my part | cannot ime» 

ine how ; for a Son to marry impudently without the 
ſent of his Father, is as great an Offence as can be 
imagin'd, | tak- it: Bur yonder he comes. | 
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. 


3 5 Enter Leander. : 
Lad. Oh my dear Father. bow joyful am I to fee 
you fately return d. Welcome, as the Bleſling waich I 

T am now craving will be. ; . 


4.1 
TY 
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SrGripe, Net ſo tat, Friend a: mine; ſoft and fair goes far, 
You are my Son, as I rake it. 

Lead. What d'ye mean, Si? | 

Grite. Stand flill, and let me lock ye in the Face. 

Leand. How muſt I fland, Sir? 

Grite. Look upon me with both Eyes. 

Leand. Well, Sir, 1 do. 

Gribe. What's the Meaning of this Report? 

Leand, Report, Sir? 

Gripe. Yes, Report Sir, I (perk Eng/i/h, as I take it: 
What 1s't that you have done in my At mtence ? 

Leand. What i: Sir, which vou would have had me 
gone? 

Gripe, I do not atk you, what | would have had you 
done; but what have you done? 

Leand. Who I. Sir? why 1 have done nothing at all, 
not „ Sir. 

Grive, Nothing at all! e 

Zane No, Sir. 

Gyipe. You have no Impudence to ſpek on: 

Leand Sir, | tave the Confidence that becomes a Maa; 

ard my Innocence. 


Gripe. Very well; but Sci, d'ye mark me, Yourg- | 


man, Scatin has told me lone Calcs vt your Behaviour, 
Leand. Scapin + 
Grife. Oh have I caught you? That Name makes 
diuſh, does it? Tie well yon have ſome Grace left. 
Teand. Has he ſaid any thing concerning me? 
Gripe. That ſnall be examined anon: In the mean while 
er you Home, d'ye hear. and ſtay till my Return; but 
look tot, if thou haſt done any thing to dithoncur me, 
never think to come within my Doors, or ſee my Face 
more; but expect to be as miſerable as thy Folly and 
Poverty cin make thee. [ Exit Gripe. 
Leand. Very fine: | am in a hopeful Condition: This 
Ralcal has betra;*d my Marriage, and undone me: Now 
there is no way fc but to turn Outlaw, ard live by Ra- 
pine: And to fer my Hand ia; the firit thing ſhall be to 
cut the Throat of that pe: dias Pick-thank Dog that has 
2 rund inc. 


OS . 8 
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Eurer Octavian and Scapin. 

08, Dear, Scapin, how infinitely am I obliged to thee 
' 


8 


far. 
hay" You a& an ill Fool's Part; but I ſhall teach you, 
Kab. Sir | F 
04. Hold, Leander. 
Lend. No, Octavian, I'll make him confeſs the Tre 
| chery he has committed; yes, Varlet, Dog, I know the 
Trick you have play d me: you thought perhaps no 
would have told me. But III make, you conteis ir, or If 
nn my Sword into your Guts. 
| Sap. Oh Sir, Sir, would you have the Heart to do ſuch 
| thing? bave 1 done you any Injury, Sir? 
Leand, Yes, Raſcal, that you have, and Fil make you 
| own it too, or I'll ſwinge it cut of your already tann'd 
dick Hide. | [Beats him. 
Sap, The Devil's int. Lord, Sir, what d'ye mean ? 
Nay, gocd Mr. Leander, pray. Mr. Leander; Squire Le- 
gle As | hope to be av — 
04. Prithee be quiet; for ſhame; enough: Interpo/eth. 
Kab. Well, Sir, I conſeſs indeed tha 
| Leand. What! ſpeak, Rogue. | 
[ Sap. About two Months ago you may remember, a 
} Naic-lervant dy'd in the Houſe — a 
Leand. What of all that? | 
Scap. Nay, Sir, it 1 confeſs you mult not be angry. 
— Well, go on. F | $4 
1 ſs faid ſhe dy'd for love of me, Sir: But let 
pals. 7 
Leand. Deuh, you trifling Buffoon. | | 
Leap &bcut a Week after her Death, I dreſt up my feit 
| like her Ghoſt, and went into Madam Lucia your Mi- 
ſrels's Chamber, where the lay half in, half out of Bed, 
with her Woman by ker, reading an ungodly Play-Book. 
Leand, And was it your Impudence did that? 


Scap. | 


" "os Tie CHntars of Scaring 
They both believe it was a Ghoſt to thistt. | 
A 2 
2890 ot lying awake at thoſe 
Hours, bearing filthy Plays, when ſhe had never wid 
Pra 

Leand. 1 hall remember you for all in time ad f 
But come to the Point, and tell me what thou hat 
to my Father. 

Scap. To your Father? I have not ſo much as ſeenlj 
fince his Return, and if you'd ask him be II tell y@ 
himſelf. 

Leand. Yes, he told me himſelf, and told me all u 
thou haſt ſaid to him. 

Scaßp. With your good Leave, Sir, then be ly'd; 1 

in: corbant Bf 
Enter S'y 
Oh, ä — Neel i. 
What's the Marter? * 
our Miſtreſs, Sir, is vonder arrefted in an Ain 
200 l. I They foy © tis a Dcbe ſhe left unpaid at Lan 
ot her Eſcape hither to Dover; — 
ber: tell — within _ - 98 


[Scapin — pr {uhh 


Sca pin * ang 
of me. 


Leand. For Heay' ns ſake, chiak no more e buy 
| Nudy now to aſſiſt me. 
Gs. You muſt do > ſomething for him. 


oy” c Curars Sc avi. . 


Heart; and if thou 
throw my ſelf at thy Feet, Ill dot. N 
Scapin, you muſt, you cannot but yield. 

: But d'ye mark me, Sir, another time 


deR 
128 


better W N 

N promiſe to mind my Buſineſs? 

* 2 

I | Seap. Pray, Sir, don't be fo troubleſome: How much 
Mony ist you want? 

I Lend. Two hundred Pounds. 


Re 
Þ 
* 


„g. to Leander. ] No more to be ſaid; it ſhall be done: Fos 
ve the Contrivance is laid already; and for your Father, 

.'} © though be be covetous to the laſt degree, yet, thanks be 

to Heav'n, he's but a ſhallow Perſon, his Parts are not ex- 

ordinary: Do not take it ill, Sir, for you have no re- 

uml ſemblance of him, bur that y'are very like him. Begone; 
ler Ofavian's Father coming, I'll begin with him. 

EL [ Exexnt Oct. and Leand. 
| Here he comes, manding and cloning the Ond, fo 
h Move himſelf a clean Beaſt. | | 
aj  Thrif. Oh, audacious Boy, to commit ſo inſolent a 

Crime, and plunge himſelt in ſuch a Miſchief! 
| ut}  Scap. Sir, your humble Servant. 
Scap. What, you are ruminating on your Son's raſh 


„ul — Thrif. Have I not Reaſon to be troubled? 
_ Op = Life of — is full — Troubles, —* 
uth on': : But your Philoſopher is always prepar d. I re- 

MI nnr very ſit for 

Jour Caſe, | 
 Thrif. What's that? 

. | Seape Pray, mind it, twill do ye a world of gcod. 


It you 


de capable 


and cbnoxious unto; which 


Iniequ | * 0 
is d, and fore - conſider d, arm the ſaid 
dent Philoſophical Pater Familias, to find his Houſe u 
waſte, his Wite murder'd, his Daughters deflower'd, his 
Sons hang d: 
| Cum multis aliis que nunc preſeribere longum eſt, 
and to thank Heav'n tis no worie too: Dye mark, Sis 

Thrif. $'death! Is all this a Proverb? 

Scap. Ay, and the beſt Proverb, and the wiſeſt in 
World. Good Sir, get it by Heart: Twill do ye —_— 
eſt good imaginable; and den t trouble your felf: PI] re 
peat it to you till you have gotten it by hearr. 

Thrif. No, 1 thank, you, Sir, Fll have none an't. 

Scap. Pray do, you'll like it better next time; hear it | 
once more, I ſfay—— When the Maſter of a 

Thrif. Hold, hold, I have better Thoughts of my own; 
Tm going to my Lawyer; Lil null the Marriage. 

Scap. Going to Law! Are ye mad to venture your ſelf 
among Lawyers? Do ye not fee every day how the 
Spunges ſuck poor Clients, and with a company of fooliſh, | 
nonſenſical Terms, and knaviſh Tricks, undo the Nation 
No, you ſhall take another way. | | 

Thrif. You have Reaſon, if there were any other way. | 

Scap. Come, | have found one, The truth ir, I, 

Fr 


"IF Curars if Scarrn. roy 
+ reat Compaſſion for your Grief; I cannot, when 1 fee 
— — their Sons Miſcarriages, bur 
hive Beweels for em; I have much ado to refrain weep- 


e 
Thrif. Truly my Caſe is fad, very ſad. 
Seap. 80 it is; Tears will burſt out; 1 have 2 great Re- 
| fp:@ for your Perſon. | [Comnterfeits weeping. 
Thif. Thank you withall my Heart; in troth we ſhould 
have a F:low-tecling. 
| Scap. Ay, fo we ſhould; I aſſure you there is not a 
| Pirfon in the World whom I reſpect more than the ne- 
| ble Mr. T ey. 
$ Thrif. Thou art honeſt, Scapin. H' done, ha' done. 
Sap. Sir, your moſt humble Servant. 
» Thrif. But what is your Way? | 
## Why, in brief, I have been veich the Brother of 
whom your wicked Son has married. | 
M. What is be? | 
tap, A moſt outragions roaring F:!!ow, with a down, 
| png Lock, con'r2Red Brow, with a (well'd red Face 
med with Brindy ; one that frowon', puffe, and looks 
Wat all Mankind, roars out Oaths, and bellows our 
Mes enoug in a Day to ſerve 2 Garriſon a Week; bred 
Blood ard Rapine, uſed to Slaughter from his Youth 
ms: or.e that makes no more Conſcience of killing 
chan cracking of a Louſe; he has killed Sixreen, 
Four for tzking the Wall of him, Five for looking too big 
upon him, Two he ſhot p fling againſt the Wall: In ſhore, 
de is the moſt dreadful of all the Race of Bullies. 
Thrif. Heav'a ! How do I tremble at the Deſcription ? 
But what's cis to my Buſineſs ? 5 
Kap. Why, he (as moſt Bullies are) is in want, and I 
(al have brought him, by threatning him with all the Courſes 
of Law, all the Aſſiſtance of your Friends, and your gre 
the * gy | — ö — 
Lurſe, (in which I ventur'd my Life ten times, for fo of- 
u | En be drew and run at me) yer, I fay, at laſt I have made 
" | bimhearken to a Compoſition, and to null the Marriage 
1. br Sum of Mony. | 
ane | Tf. Thanks, dear Scapin; but what Sum? 
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for a Mad L man? hep 

7 

60 0 

| 8 

T 

$ 

; Bur I care not if I give threetcore Guineas to be 4 

. | - 

Scap. Then, Piſtols, Saddle, 
and all. 2 | 
Thrif, Why that's fourſcore. 

W 4 Seap. W Well reckon d: Faith this Arithmetick is 8 


7 
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I muſt have one for my Boy will coſt 


\ the Devil! confounded Dog! let him gal 
e's, ll give him nothing- | 


— 


2 
by 


| 


8 
8 . f 
* 1 3 
| 9 


* 
— "a, ; a 


: 
A 
* 
2 


: He has 4 Man, beſides; would you have | 


— Tin. Ay, and bis Maſter too, Ti have nothing to & 
| im. 
| FScap. Well, you are reſolv d to ſpend twice as much # 
Dedtors-Commons, you are; you will ſtand out for ſuch i 
Sum as this, do. 

| Thrif. On damn'd unconſcionable Raſcal! well, if i 
be ſo, let him have the other twenty. 
wenty ! why it comes to forty. 
Ful have nothing to do in it, Oh, a cove 


1151 


759 


Nen 
51 


11 wonder he is not aſham d to be fo cove 
da 


15 


Cu of Scarin. 7 "3 
F aus. Why this is nothing to the Charge at Doors "= 
Commons, 
270 
* die, 1 thi 
me Then, 
1 ys, | 
el, | $rap. Na 
G | Tin. 
m | Ta 
be Seap. ( 
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| Knaveries, the Craving of ſo many rave- | 
mals that will prey upon you, villinous Harpies! 
es, and the _ 2 which but 

away the cleareſt Right in World for 2 


— wt 222 _ 
if. walks in 4 N 
Do but reflect — — _ 
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Subſtitute judgments, ings Expeuition- F 

tides the vaſt Preſents to them and their Wives. Hay 
the Fellow is out of Employment, give him the Mony, 
give him it, I fay. 

Thrif. Whar, Two hundred Pound! 

„ Ay, ay, why, you'll gain 150 l. b it, I 
dme ie up; 1 8855 it 2 L Huub "a * 
Ur Wust, Two hundied Pounds! 

Scap Ay; beſides you ne'er think how they'll mil 2 
ycu in Plezding, tell all your Fornications, Baſtarding, 
and C .ommurings in their Courts. 

Thrif. I dehie em; let em tell of my Whoring, 'tis the 
Faſhion. 

Scap. Peace; here's the Brother, 

Thrif. O Heav'n! what ſhall 1 do? 5 

Euter Shift diſgui, d like à Bully, 

Shift. Damme, where's this contounded Dog, 
ther of Ofavian? Null the Marriage! By all the K 
of my Anceſtors Vil chine the Villain. 

Thrif. Oh, ok! Les himſelf behind Sc 

Scap. He cares not, Sir, be il not give the 2004, 

Shift. By Heav'a he ſhall be Warme- meat within th 
two Hours, 

Scap, Sir, he has Courage, he fears you not. 
Thr: ©... 1 You lye, I have not Courage, 1 do fear bin 


e He! he! he! Ounds he! would all his Family 
were in bim, I'd cut off Root and Branch: Diſhonout m 
Siſter ! This in his Guts: What Fellow's that? ha! 

Scap. Not he, Sir. 

Shift. Nor none of his Friends? | 

Thrif. No, Sir: Hang him, | am bis mortal Enemy. 
. Art thou the Enemy of that Raſcal? | 
Thrif. Oh! ay, hang him Oh dam ed Bully! {464 
the b. Give me thy Hand, old Boy, the next Sun ill 
e the i pon pudent Raſcal alive. 

Scap. He'll muſter up all his Relations againſt 
= Do not provoke him, Scapin, 


"he _- © = 


8 


Gn 


r 


Shit, 


er, -$hjft. Would they were all here: Ha! hah! hab! 
he. [ He foyns every way with his Sword. 
' | Here] bad one through the Lungs, there another into the 
oy, | few: Noe cotta fave rhe Gans: Ah, Rogues! 
| there I was with you: Hah — hab! 
| FSrap. Hold, Sir, we are none of your Enemies. 
we | Shift, No, but I will find the Vilkies cut white any 
. Ha. ha, 
| — hah! [ Exit Shift. 
ln} Thrif. Here, Scapin, I have 200 Guineas about me, take 
gs, em. No more to be ſaid. Let me never ſee his Face 
Pin; take 'em, I ſay: This is the Devil. 
ue Sap. Will you not give em him your ſelf? 
No, no! I wiil never {ce him more: I ſhall not 
| recover this theſe three Months. See the Buſineſs done. 
| in thee, honeſt Scapm: I muſt repoſe ſomewhere: 
__y x & Cr Ag oo 
[Exit Thrifty. 
e $0 there's one diſpatch'd ; I muſt now find out 
* | Gije: He's here; how Heav'n brings em into my Nets 
ll. ae aſter anocher! 
Enter G 


| ripe, | 
Oh Heav'n ! unlook'd- for Misfortune; poor Mr. 
3 wilt thou d? [Malk about aua 
Gripe. Wha:'s that he ſays of me? 
Lech. Is there no Body can tell me News of Mr. Gripe? 
Ene. Who's there? Scapin! 
Sap. How I run up and down to _ I 
a pole! Oh! Sir, is there no way to hear of Mr. Gripe? | 

Gripe. Art thou blind; I have been Juſt under thy Noſe 
this Hour. 

. | FTeap. | — 

rde. What's the Matter? 
' Ceap, Ih! Sir, your Son —— 

4% Gripe. Ha. my Sor. 
_ —_ Is ta len into the ſtrangeſt Misfortune in the 


4 What is't ? 


' Ceap. {| met him a-while ago, diſorder'd for e 
Shi Ju had ſaid to him, wherein you very idly made 
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Chiel ſultice's W 
Scap. O law! his Warrant in the open Sea: d'ye think $ - 
Pirates are Fools? « F* 
os Fth* Devil's Name, what Buſineſs had be a Sine” | 
board | J 
Seap. There is an unlucky Fate that often hurries un 
to miſchief, Sir. | 
| 
bo 


SGrite. Scapin, thou muſt now act the Part of a faithful 
PR... 4 : 


'Gripe. Thou muſt go bid the Pirate ſend me my Sor, 
and ſtay as a Pledge in bis room, till I can raiſe the Mony 3 
„Sir, think you the Captain has fo little With $y 
2 ccept of ſuch a poor raſcally Fellow as I im, 1 a 
ſtead of your Son? | 

Gripe. What a Devil did he do a Shipboard? 
_ D'ye remember, Sir, that you have but two Hon 


Scap, 206 l. . 


200 L. Has the Fellow no Conſcience ? 
law! the Conſcience of a Pirate! why very 


have any. 
Reaſon neither? Does he know what 


he no 
J. is? 
Sir 


LLLETIG 


In the Lef:-hand Window lies the Key of 
go take all the Cloaths that are in the great 
| e Ken Fi Son. 8 
Sir, y are 1 ſhan't get Fifty Shilling 
ernie 


What a Devil did he do a ? 

d alone, and conſider, Sir, your Son. 
itneſs, | ha done for him as muchas 
be not redeem d, be may thank 


74 A pe. Well, Sir, III go fee if I can raiſe the Mony. 
—4 eee 


LI 


i ipboard ſticks in his Stomach. 
ain, I remember I receiv'd the very 
d. but did not think I ſhould have 


| | * l a 1 = - * 4 ö | ew ** * K . TY 9 . 4 "IP * 
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Thief, a Robber, 2 
200 l. contrary to all Law or 

Nay, let me alone with him. 

5 Thu: 1 will never forgive him, dead or alive. 
2 — 
And r 
* =M 


re 8 


Haug 


Seap. Ay, but &'ye hear, Sir? Where's the Mony ? 
Did I not give it thee? 


21171 


: 
[ 


Fes 
11 
10 
U 
/ 


(aur 
1 ly 2 Miſer ſwallows a Load, and hom 
ly he diſgorges a Grain? But PI! not leave himſm 
other Coin, for telling Tales of meu 


Enter Octavian and Leander. 
Scap. Well, Sir, I have ſucceeded in your Buſineſs, 
there's 200 l. which I have ſqueez'd aut of your Father, 


[To Octavia 
od. Triumphant Scapin. | 
Scap. But for you I can do nothing — [To Leander. » 
Leand. Then may I go hang my ſelf. Friends bol kin 
Adieu. 1 
|  Seap. D'ye hear, d'ye bear, the Devil has no ſuch Ne | , | 
cefliry for vou yer, that you need ride Poſt. With much © 
— your Buſineſs done too? 
Leand. ls t poſſible? 
Scap. But on Condition that you permit me 
venge my kit 20 
ſery d me. 


© 
221 


FN 
14 


STEP d erer Þ 


ils of Scart N. 19 3 
Sand. With all my Heart, ar thy owa Diſcretion, gud | 
honeſt Saapen. 


Seap. Hold your Hand, there's 2001. 


18 My Thanks are too many to pꝛ'y row: Fare 
wel, dear Son of Mercury ant be profpercue. 
Kap. Gramercy, Pup. Hence we garten, 
Give Son the Mony, hang up Father. 
—_ RR 1 
= 


ACT m. SCENE 11 
| Der Lacks and Clara. 


Lucia. AS exer ſuch 'a Trick play'd, for us to run 
| away from our Governc ſſes, where aur cire- 
ful Fathers bad placed us, to follow a Coupe of young 


ake | Gentlemen, only beczuſe they faid t ey lov' us; I think 
dune a very noble Encerprize! I am afraid the god For- 
tune we ſhall yet by i-, will very hardly recompence tas 

an'} | Reputation we have lot by it. | 

A Cl, Our greg eſt Suisfection is, that they are Men of 

Bis & Faſhion and Credit, and ter my part 1 long ago refoly* 

hoy det to marry ay other, nor ſuch a ove neither, till I 

no ad 2 perfect Confirmation of kis Love,; and 'cwWas an 

ze | Murance of Odlavian that brought me hither. 

Te. | muſt corifels, I had no leſs a Senſe of the Faith 

and Huncur of Leander, 

nels, | cla Bur ſeems it not wonderful, that the Circum- 

ru flinces of Gur Fortune ſhauld be fo near ally'd, and cur 

ink elyes ſo much Strangers. Befides, if I miſtake not, I ſes 

| lmething in Loand:r, fo much reſembling a Brother of 
der, Ane, of the lame me, that did not the time ſince I 
1 K * make me feariul, I ſhould be often apt to call 
m ſo. 
hk No Luc, I have a Brother too, whoſe Name's Odavian, 
much bed in Laly, ard u 25 my Father took his Voyage, re- 


wud home; not knowing where to fiad me, 1 believe 
| 5 the Reaſon I have not feen him yer, But it 1 deceive 
| it my self. there is ſomething in our Ockavtan that ex- 
rezmly reireſkes my Memory of him. 
r 
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Laue The worſt at laſt, is but to be 
Fathers: ern 
ther than a young Lover, when I may with Reputation 


of a nde Blockbead, that has no other ene than to 


eat and drink when it is provided for him, rife in be 


Morning, and go to Bed at Night, and with much ado 
be rerſwaded to keep himſelf clean. 


Luc. A thing ot meer Fleſh and Blood, and that ofthe | 


worſt fort too, with a ſquinting meagre hang dog Coun- 


tenance, that looks as it he always wanted Phyfick for 


the Worms. 


Cs. Yet ſuch their filly Parents are generally moſt k- 


dulgent to, like Apes never ſo wei! pleas'd, as when th'are 
tondling, with their ugly Iſſue. 


Lac. Twenty to one, but to ſome ſuch charming Cree 


, tures our care ful Fathers had defign'd us. 

Cl Parents think they do ti eir Daughters the g 
Kindneſs in the World, when they get them Fools for 
their Husbands, and yer are very apt to take it ill if they 
mike the right ute et them. 

Luc. I'd no more be bound to! Fend my Days in Mar- 
riage to a Fool, becauſe I raight — e him, than I would 
always ride an Afs, becauſe the Creature was gentle. 

Cla. Sce. here's Scapin as full of Defigns and Aſtaire, u 
a Callow Stateſman at a Treaty of Peace. 

- Enzer Scapin. 


Sea Ladies! 


Cla Oh, Monſicur Scapin What's the Reaſon you have 


* ſuch a Stranger of late? 


Scap. Faith, Ladies, Buſineſa. Buſineſs has taken up my 


time; and truly I love an active Lite, love my Buſineſs 
extrezmly. 

Lac. Methinks thu! this hou!d be a difficult place for 
a Man of your Excellencies to fad Imploy ment in. 
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by faitb, Madam, I'm never ſhy to my Friends: 
is, in ſhort, like that of all other Men of Bu- 
diligently contriving how to play the Knave and 
to get an honeſt Livelihood. 
inly Men of Wit and Parts need never be 
to indirect Courſes? | pars ; 
Seat. Ob, Madam! Wit and Honeſty, like Oyl and 
Vinegur, with much ado mingled together, give a Reliſh 
| ton good Fortune, and paſs well for Sauce, but 
ne very thin Fare of themſelves. No, give me your 
| Knaye, your thorow-pac'd Knave; hang his Wit, ſo be 
| be but Rogue enough. 
| | Lu. You're grown very much out of bumour with 
Wit, Scapin; I hope yours has done you no prejudice of 
| we. 


- | Scrap. No, Madam, your Men of Wit are good for no- 
thing, dull, IZ zy, reſtive Snails; tis Four undertaking, im- 
+ | pudent, puſhing Fool that commands his Fortune. 
- | Cls. Yau are very p'ain and open in this Proceeding, 
© | whitever you are in others. 
Scap. Dame Fortune, like moſt others of the Female 
bt | Sex, (1 ſpeak all this with reſpect to your Lidiſhip) is 
I generally moſt indulgent to the nimble mettled 3lockheads; 
tf | Men of Wit are not for her turn, even too thoughtful 
or | when they ſhould be active: Why, who believes any 
ex | Manof Wit to have ſo much as Courage. No, Ladies, it 
| ye any Friends that hope to raiſe themſclves, adviſe 
ar- | themto be as much Fools as they can, and they'll neer 
uld } want Patrons: And for Honefty, it your Ladliſlüps think 
fi: to retire a little further, you ſhall ſee me pe: form up- 
„u |} ona Gentleman that's coming this way. 

Cal. Prithee, Lucia, let us retreat a little, and take this 
| opportunity of ſome Divertiſement; which has been very 
lere here hitherto. 
ve Enter Shift with a Sack. 

| Scap. Oh, Shift! 

my Shift. Speak not too loud, my Maſter's coming. | 

els Saab. I am glad on't, I hill reach him to betray the 

Nerets of his Friend. If any Man puts a Trick upon me 

» for without return, mi [ lofe this Noſe with the Pox, With- 
our the Pleaſure of getting it. 5 


. 
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. I wonder at thy Valour, theu ut cc ntinuelly 
venturing that Body of thine, to the Indignity ot Bruiſeg 
and indecent B. ſtinadoet. 

Seat. Difficul ies in Adventures make them pleaſant 

when accompliſh d. 


- Shift. But your Adventures, how comical ſoever in the AN 


Feginning, are ſure to be tragical in the End. 

Scap. * Tis no matter. I bate your pulillanimous Spirit: 
Revenge and Lezclicry are never {op'caſant as when you 
venture bard for them; begone: Here comes my Man. 

Enter Gripe. 


O, Sir, Sir, ſhift for your ſelf, quickly Sir, quickly Sir, 


tor Heav'n's fake. 
Gripe. What's the matter, Man? 
Scap. Reava! is this a time oak Queſtions? Will 


be murder inſtantly? I am afraid you'll be kill'd within 


theſe two Minutes. 

Gripe Mercy on me! kil'd! for what? 

Scap They are cvery where looking out for you: 
Gre. Wao? Who? 

Scap. The Brother of her whom your Son has marry'd; 
he's a Captain «tf a Privateer, who has all forts of R 
Engliſh Scorch, Welſh, Iriſh, French uuder his Command, 
aud all lying in wait now, or ſcarching for you to kill you, 
becauſe you would null the Marriage, They run up and 
down, crying, where is the Roguc Gripe? Where is the 
Dog ? where is the Slave Grize? they watch for ycu ſo 
narrowly, that there's no getting home to your Houle, 


Gripe. Oh, Scapm! What ſhall 1 do? what will become 


of me? | 
Scap Nay, Heav'n knows ; but if you come withiq 


their Reach, they'll De Hit you, they Il tear you in 


Pieces; hark. 
Gripe. Oh Lord! 
Scap. Hum, tis none of them. 


Gripe. Canſt thou find no way for my Eſcape, den 


| Sratin ? | 
$c.1þ. I think I have found one. 
Grige, Good Scapin, ſhow thy iclf a Man now. 


Scap. U ſhall venture being to! immoderately bearers | 
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ie Derr Scapin. do; 1 will reward thee bounteouſly: 
me thee this Suit when I have wora it cight or nine 


Months longer. 


Scap. Lifter ! who are theſe ? 

Guide. God forgive me, IL. rd have mercy upon us. 

Scap. No. there's nI body ; look, it you i] lave you 
Lite go into this Sack preſently. | 

Grite Oi who's there? ? 

Scap. No body: Get into the Sack, and ſtir not, whar- 
erer happens; Lil carry you as a Bundle of Goods thraugh 


| all your Enemies to the M:jr's Houſe of the Caſtle. 


Gripe. Ai admirable Invention, Ob Lord! quick. : 
[ Gets into the Sack. 
Kap. Yes, eis an excellent Invention, it you knew ait, 
keep in your Heal, Oh, here's a Rogue coming to look 
for you. | 
Scapin cownterfeits #8 Welſhman, 
Do you hear, I pray you, where is Leander's Father, lock- 


” | In his ons Voice. 
How ſhould I know hat would you? ave with him— 
[ Lie cleſs, 
Have with him, look you! hur has no creat pus neſs. but 
buy wow 4 nave [at1+/xctions and reparations, look you, for Cre- 
an and Honours by St. avs be ſhall not put the Injuries and 


# Aſronts upon my Captains lob you now, Sir. 


He affront the Captain, he mr dadles with no Man. | 
Vn lye, Sir, look you and hur will give you Beatings and 
Chaſtiſements for your Co:uradictions, when hur Welſ: Plood"s 
ap look you, and hur will cudgel your Packs and your Nettles 


for it ; take you that pray you now. [ Beats the Sack, 
* hold, will you murder me? I know not where 
is, nor l. 


Huy will reach ſawey Facks how they profook bur Wells © 


Plood, and hur Chollers: and for the old Rogue, hur will haus 
his Gutts and his Plood, look you, Sir, or hur will never wear 
Leek upon St. Tavy's Day more. look you. 

| Oh! He has mawi'd me, a dama'd #/> Raſcal. 


TT | Gripa, 


73 1 Cnrarsof Schr 
4 oy 7 „„ au | 


Ae "Twas only the end of the Sick fell on you, 
Wain ſubſtantial part of the Cudgel lighted on me. 
Gripe. Why did you not ſtand further off? 
Scap. Pexcc=——Here's another Rogue. 
Ins a Lancaſhi e Dialed. | 
Yaw Fellee, wi th Sack theere, done yaw knaw whear than 
is? 
Nat [; but here is no Raſcal. | 
err. 
an yawden tel, ond that a foo Raſcatt 4s any is in ay 
_ the Tann; I's tell à that by'r Lady. | | 
Not I, Sir, 1 know neither, Sir, not I. 
3 in hont, ay's raddle th' Jann 
'; keeble thee to ſome tune. | 
Me, $62? 1 don't underſtand you. 
, hy. Tha'wart bis Man, the hut ri fine 6 Kh 
ot 
Hold, bold, Sir, rern 
Why, 1 man knock him derne wit my Kibbo, the foſ 
* IA. 
1 Meſs, ond after Ay mun cut off the Lugs and Naes on , 
and ay wot, bell be a pratty ſwatley Fellee, bamt Lugs an: 


Why, truly, Sir, I know not where he is, but he went 

down that Lane. 

This Lone, ſayn ye? Hye find bins, by'r Lady, an hebe& | 
bove grawnt. 

So. he's gone, a damn'd Lancaſhire Raſcal. | 

- Gripe. Ob good Scapin! go on quickly. 
Scap. Hold, here's another, [Gripe pops in his Head 

In an Iriſh Tone. | 

1 Sack-man? I pridee fare is de dam 


Tho. what's that to you? What know I? 
Ear dat to me, Foy by my Soul, Foy, Twill lay a pes ih- 


uon thy Pate, and de Devil take we, tes 7 iS 1 
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by nw fare be is indeed, or III bras pon till thos doſt know, 
be 1 


if thow doſt not tell fare is Gripe, ( I will beat thy Fathers 
Child very much mdeed. 

What would you have me do? I can't tell where he is. 
ad But what would you have with him ? 

Fit would I have wid him? By my /oul, if I do ſes him 

I will make murther upon him for my Captam's ſake. 

| Murther him? He'll not be murther d. | 

* If I do lay my Eyes upon him, gad I will put my Sword 
ino his Bowler, de Devil take me indeed, Fat haſt dow n 

dat Sack, Foy? by my Salvation I will look into it. 

11 But you tha'l not. What have you to do with it? 

By my Soul, Foy, I will put my Rapier into it. 

Grip. Oh! Oh. 

Seip. Fatt, it does grant, by my Sal untion de Devil tale 
me, I will ſee it indeed. | 
OO not fee my Sack; I will defend it with my 

Den I will make beat upon thy Body; take that, Foy and 
that, and that, upon my Soul, 4 ſo I do take my leave. Foy. 
| | [[a⸗hgkeats him in the Sack. 

A Plague on him, he's gone; he has almoſt kill'd me. 

Grip. Oh! I can hold no longer; the Blows all tell on 
my Shoulders ! | 

Scap. You can't tell me; they fell on mine: Oh m 
Shoulders ! 

Gripe. Yours? Oh, my Shoulders! 
Scap. Peace, th'are coming 

In a hoarſe Seaman's Voice. | 
Where is the Dog? I'll lay him on fore and aft, ſwiage him 


with a Cat o nine rails, Keel hale, and then hang him at the © 


ead. 
Dog, 

In broken French. Engliſh. 1 
tow | If dove be no more Men in England. I vill kille him I vill 
thee n Rapire in bis Body, I vill give him two tres puſhes in 
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Here Scapin atts a number of em together, 


Is Nun go this way ——0 th' Right hand, _—_— 


ban — ie cleſe — ſearch ev'ry where — by my Salva 
n I wil kill the damm d Dog — and we de catch 'm, 
we'll trar en in pieces, and I do Leer he went thick 1 
7.0 foreighs {crward. Hold, here is bis Man; where's 
Mater —- Damn ne, where ? in Hell? ſpeak——Hels,r ot 
fo furicuily —— ard you den t tell us where he is, well muy. 
der bee 
Do what you will. Gentlemen, I knew net. 

Lay h:m on iu, thwack him ſoundly. 


Fed, held, Co what you will, III nc'er Letray my 


Knot n down, beat en 20undl; ,o en, at en at en a 


L he 6» gcing te ſirtke, Gtipe perps out, and Scapin tales 
to kis Heels. | 
G ie. On), Dog, Traitor, Villain! Is this your Plot? 


Would vcu have mucrcer'd me, Rogue? Uakeard cf Im- 


pale. ce! 


Oh, Brother 7I=25. You come to ſee me loaden with 


e:fprice; the Vun Scatin bas, as I ara fenhble now, 
cheated me ct 200. Tuis beating brings all into my Me- 


n ory. [ Aſide. 
Arr. The impudent Varlet has gul.'d me of the lame 


Grite. Nor was ke content to take my Mony, but hath 
abus d me at that barbarous rate, that J am aſham'dtotell 
in; but he ſhall pay for it ſeverely. 


Thrif. Eut this is not all, Brother; one Misfor'u e is 


the Forerunner of another: Jult now I receiv'd Letters 


from London, that both cur Daughters have run away | 


from their Governeſſes with two wild cebauch'd young 
Fellows, that they fell in Love with, 
| Enter Lucia and Clara. 

Zu. Wa: ever ſo malicious Impude: ce ſeen —— Hat 
©wely, it 1 miſtake not, that ſhould be my Father. 
< Luc. Bleſs us! Return'd, and we rot know of 
Ca. What will they ſay to find us here? | 
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12 0 Son! I have a Wife for you. | 
od. Good Father, all your Propoſitions are vain; 1 mu 


needs be free, and tell you, I am ergiged. | 
Thrif. Look you now; is not this very fine! Now IU 


| hea mind to be merry, and to be friends with you, 


youll not let me now, will you? I tell you, Mr. Gripe's 


08. PII never marry Mr. Grife's Daughter, Sir, as long 


I live: No, yonder's ſhe that I muſt love, and can nevec 


entertain the Thoughts of any other. 
cla. Yes Octadian, I have at I: met with my Father, 


| and all our Fears and Troubles are at end. 


Thrif. Law ye now, you would be wiſer than the F:-- 
ther that begot you, would you? Did not I always ay 


you ſhould marry Mr. Gripe's Daughter? But you do not 
| know your Siſter Lace. | 


oa. Unlook'd for Bleſſing! why ſhe's my Friend Lean 


des Wite! 


Thrif. How, Leander's Wife! 

Gripe. What, my Son Leander? 

02. Yes, Sir, your Son Leander. 

Gripe. Indeed! Well, Brother Thrifty, tis true, the Boy 
ws always a good-natur'd Boy. Well, now 1 am ſo o 


Died, that 1 could laugh till I ſhook my Shoulcers,, 


wt that I dare not, they are ſo fore. But look here her 


comes. 


er. 
_ Leander. Sir, I beg your pardon, I find my Marriage ia 
diaver'd ; nor weuld | indeed have longer — 


is is my wife, | muſt own her. | 
_ Grips, Brother Thrifty, did you erer fee the like,. duk. 
Inver fee the like ? Ha? e 
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oe her; quock «? why kiſs er, kiſ han 1 
odsbodikine, when | was a young — 
marry'd, 1 did nothing elſe for three Months. Q ay 
Conſcience I got my Boy Offi there, the firſt Night, be- 
fore the Curtains were quite drawn! | 
7 a Well, tis his Father's 


Leand. Is then my F reconcil'd to me. 


Gre. Reconcil'd to thee, why I love thee at my Hear | 


Man, at my Heart; why 'tis my Brother Thrifty's 
ter, Mrs, Lace, whom I always delign'd for thy Wite, and 
_ that's thy Siſter Clara marry'd to Mr. Oda there. 


F. 2 your Compliments in the | 
Hall at hom d and out of Faſhion. Shit, go 
to the Ian, a Supper may coſt more Mony 
r 

to Nis 
Shift. | ſhall obey Commands, Sir. | 
Turi. 2 en ont autres 
Fidlers ( lind, drunk or ſober) in the Town; 
let asthe Noaſter of Tunes, with his crack 
Cę mbal in a Caſe, eſcape ye. 


that tings the Song at my Lord Ma 
| Epithalamium by way of Sonnet and he 


Sl 


Thrif. What's the matter ? 2 
Sly Poor Scapin. 
Grip. Ha! Rogue, let him be bang d. I'll hang ln 
——_ —!. l 


 Offavian, are we then Brothers? there is no- 


an 
a Tune to it; twas the prettieſt he had lit 


fer 
Sly Oh, Gentlemen, here is the ſlrangeſt Accident fib 
t 
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ell, what would I give now for the Fellow | 
yor's Feaſt: I my fer 
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| 2 in 2 {ſad Condition, cut off like a Flower in the 
' Primeof my Years: But yet | could not die without the 
' Pardon of thoſe | have wrong ; yes, Gentlemen, Ib. 
ſeech you to forgive me all the Injuries that I have done; 
but more eſpecially, 1 beg of you, Mr. Thrifty, and my 
good Maſter Mr. Gripe. | 
Thrif. For my part, I pardon thee freely; go, and die 
in Peace. h 
But *cis you, Sir, I have moſt offended, the 
| Som ak Baſtinadoes whact ” 
Gripe. Prithee ſpeak no more of it, I forgive thee tor. 
Scap. Twas a moſt wicked Infolence in me, that I 
ſhvuld with vile Crab-tree Cudpe! 
Gripe. Piſh, no more, I fay | am {.tisfy'd. 
the | Scap, And now fo near my Death, tis an unexpreſſible 
wn; Griet that I ſhould dare to lift my Hand againfi 
kl 7 a my Peace, or die quickly, I cell thee l have 
| rgot all 
r S cap. Alas! how good a Man you are! Rut. Sir, d'you 
{lf pardon me freely, and from the Bottom of your Heart, 
ite thoſe mercileſs Drubs that | 
lt Gripe. Prithee {peak no more of it; 1 forgive thee 
freely, here's my Hand upon't. 
| Scap. Oh! Sir, Low much your Goodneſs revives me! 
11 [ Pulls off his Cap. 
Gripe. How's that! Friend, take notice, I pardon thee, 
but tis upon Condition that you are ſure to dic! r 
Scap. Oh me! I begin to faint again. 
” Thrif. Come, fie Brother, never let Revenge e 
your Thoughts now; forgive him, forgive him without 
any Condition, | | 


1 | Grize, 
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Gripe. A deer on”, Brother, as I ho 
| ke bent me baſely and ſcurvily, never fir be be — 1 
ſi ce you will have it fo, I d forgive him. 
„ "Thrif. Now then let's ro Supper, and in our Mirth 
- grown and forget all Troubles. 

Scap. Ay, and let them carry me to the lower End of 

the Table. | 

Where in my Chair of Sta · e, 1'll fit at Eaſe, 

And eat and drink, that I may die in Peace. A Dance. 
 LExonnt ones, 
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Lo Gu E 
en by Mrs. Mere Lee, when ſhe 


was out of Humour. 


| ad little do you gueſs what Pm to ſay ! 
I Pm not to aik how you like Farce or Play: 
Fir yow muſt know, Prue other Buſineſs now; 
ii to tell ye, Sparks, how we like you. 
hu happy were we, when in humble Guiſe 
la came with honeſt Hearts and harmleſs Eyes; 
| State, without Noiſe aud Tumult in the Pit: 
0b what a precious Fewel then was Wit! 
Tho now ti grown ſo common, let me die, 
Gentlemen ſcorn to keep it Company. 
|} Indulgent Nature has too bounteous been, 
Var too muc h Plenty is become your Sin. 

e was ye were as meek as now you're proud, 

| Did not in curſt Cabals of Criticks croud 
| Nor thought it witty to be very lind ; 

But came to ſee the Follies you would ſhun: 
T6,” uw ſo fondly Antick here you're grows; 
Þ invert the Stage Purpoſe, aud its Rules; 
Make us Spectators, whilſt you play the Faolr, 
Equally witty, as ſume valiant are; 
The ſad Defects of both are expos'd here, 
Fir here you'll cenſure, who diſdain to write, 
| ts ſore make Quarrels here that ſcorn to fight; 
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223 > Heat of former Ain buy: 
Let him but hither come to ſee @ Play, 
Proceeds an Errant Conrtier in a Dey. 
Sha# feat from tb Pit, and fly up to the Box, 
There hold impertinent Chat with tawdry Mans: | 
Til “er aware the BlaſPrer falls in love; 
And Hero grows as harmleſs as a Dove. 

With us the hind Remembrance yet remains, 
When we were entertain'd behind our Scenes. 
Moe now, alas, we muſt your Abſence mourn, 
Whilſt nonght but Quality will ſerve your turn. 
Dann'd Quality! that uſes poaching Arts, 
Hind (as "tis ſaid) comes maik'd to prey an Hear | 
The proper Uſe of Vizors once was made, | 
| When only worn by ſuch as own'd the . 
De now all mingle with em ſo together, 
| That you can hardly know the one from Uather. 
But tit no matter; on, purſue your Game, 
"Till wearied you return at laſt, and tame: 
Lot then "twill be our Tarn to be ſevere; 

For when youve left your Sting behind you there, 
Ds lazy r 


| 


Archilochum Rabies armavit Jamo. 


Printed in the YEAR 1717. 
= 


n_— 
3 


To the Ri ght Honourable 
CHARLES, 
Earl of Dorer and Midulleſeæx, 


Gentleman of His Majeſty's Bed- 
Chamber. 


MW LORD, 

— — OUR Lordſhip has ſo often and 
2A . ſo highly obliged me, that I can- 
not but condemn my felf for 
SD. 05 giving you a Trouble fo lmperti- 


nent as this is: Conſidering how 
r '; remiſs | have been in my Re- 
———- pets to your Lordihip, in that 
{ | have not waited on you ſo frequently as the 
Duty I owe your Lordſhip, and my own Inclina- 
tonsrequired; But the Circumſtances of my Con- 

ation, whoſe daily Buſiueſs mult be daily Bread, 
dave not, nor will allow me that Happineſs: Be 
pleaſed then, my Lord, to accept this humble De- 
lication as an Inſtance of his Gratitade, who in 
| ® high meaſure owes his Wel'-being to you. I 

 Gunot doubt but your Lordſhip will protect it, 
|| for nothing ever flew to you for Succour uaſac- 

| Cefifully : I am ſure 1 have Reaſon to acknow- 


ledge it. As for the 
alt on me for this your 
will believe I hardly deſerve em. For, to 


it my Buſineſs to clear my ſelf to your Lordſhip, 


whoſe good Opinion is dearer to me than any | 


thing which my worſt Enemies can wrong me of 


elſe: I hope | convinc'd your Lordſhip of my | 


Innocence in the Matter, which | would not have 
endeavour'd had it not been Juſt. For I thank 
my Stars | know my ſelf better than (for all the 
Threats ſome have been pleaſed to beſtow upon 


me) to tell a Lie to fave my Throat. Forgive | 


me, my oy this 47. 88 2 your 
Lordſhip's Favour and g inion, accept 
of the Prayers and Well-wiſhes of ß 


Your moſt Humble, and 


moſt Obliged Servant, 


Tuo. OTWaY. | 
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unlucky Cenſures fowe hae 
Play, 1 hope your Lr 


beſt Remembrance, when firſt | was acculed & 
the thing by ſome People of the World, who had 
perhaps as little Reaſon to think I could be guilty | 
of it, as to believe themſelves deſerved it, I made 
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S PROLOGUE. 
Spoken by Mr. Smith. 


OW hard a Tak hath that poor Drudge of Stage, 
H That ſtrives to pleaſe in thi: fantaſtick Age? 


| n Thing ſo difficult to hit, 


Therefore our Author bad me plainly ſay, ; 
Tow muſt not look for any in his Play. 

Til next place, Ladies, there's no Bawdy int, 

No not ſo much as one well meaning Hint, 

| Nay more, 'twas written every Word, be ſays, 

0 friddeſf Vigils, and on Faſting Days, 

When he his Fleſh to Penance did enjot 
| Nay took ſuch Care to work it and fine, 
He diſciplin'd himſelf at ev'ry Line. 
| Then, Gentlemen, no Libel he intends, 
ie ſome have ſtrous to wrong him with his Friends ; 

| nd Poets haue ſo very few of thoſe, 
They d need take care whoſe Favour tis they loſe: 
mo d be a Poet? Parents all beware, 
Cheriſh and Educate your Sons with Care; 
| Breed em to wholſome Law, or give am Trades, 
| It em not follow th Muſes, they are Fades: 
{| How many very hopeful riſing Cuts 

Hare we of late known ſpoil'd by turning Wits ? 
Tea by Critiques are worſe treated here, 

Than on the Bank ſide Butchers do @ Bear. 
Faith Sirs be kind, ſince now his Time is come, 
Whey he muſt ſtand or fall as you ſhall doom: 
| Give him Bear-Garden Law, that's fair Play for t, 
u he's content for one, to make you Sport. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Coodvile. Mr. Betterton. 
Truman. Mr. Smith. 
Falentize. Mr. Harris. 
Sir Noble Clumſey, Mr. Underhill, 
Malagene. Mr. Leigh, 
Caper. Mr. Jevon. 


1 — — 


Saunter. N Mr. Bowman. 


WOMEN. 


Mrs. Good vile. Mrs. Barrey. 
& *"Fiftoria. Mrs. Gibbs. 
2 Camilla. Mrs. Price. 
Lady Sneamiſb. Mrs. Gwin. 
Lie. Mrs. Seymour. 


Bridget. Mrs. —— 


. 


Friend. 


 |Friendſbip in Faſbion. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


SCENE The Mal. 
Truman reading @ Billet, and Servant, 
TRUMAN. 

a Vizor, ſay you? 

Serv. Yes, Sir, and as ſoon as ſhe 
had deliverd it, without any thing 
more, gave the Word to the Coach- 
man, drew up the Tin Lettice, and 
away ſhe hurry'd. [ Reads. 

Trum. The Meaning of a Billet of 
this Nature without a Name is a Rid- 


dle to me.- | 


12 on know me and (-e mic iſten, 1 wiſh T may never ſee you 

nne, except you know better where to flace your Love, or I 
were abler to govern mine: As you are a Gentleman, bum 
(his ſo ſoon 4 it comes to pour Hands. Adieu. 


Well, this can be no other than ſome Stanch Virtue of 
J. Thirty five, that is juſt nov tallen under the Temptati- 
en; or what is as bid, one of th ſe cautious Dealers that 
Aber venture but iu Maſq ierade, waere they are ſure — 
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beloved Whoring, Valentine, he is 


© the meer Spiri ifie—— b ad hardly been mar. 


nn his Wite to go home from the 


alone in her Coach, whilſt he debauch d me with two 


Trum. Where you 

Good. — J. 

Val. I bad appointed to meet at Chatolins, but —— 

8 —_— | 

PV, hy, your Couſin Malagene Goodville. 

Sead. Valentine, thou art too much with that Fellow. 
*Tis true indeed, he is ſome Relation to me, but tis ſuch 
a lying Varlet, there is no enduring of him. 

Val. But Rogues and Fools are ſo very plenty, tis hard 
always to eſcape em. 

Tram. Belides he dares be no more a Friend than 3 
Fae, he never ſpoke well of any Man behind his Back, nor 
inn before bis Face: He is a general Diſperſer of pauſeou 
Scandal, tho' it be of his own Mother or Siſter ; prithee 
let's avoid him, if we can, to Day. 

Geog. *Twill be almoſt impoſſible, for he is as impu- 


dent as he is troubleſome ; as there is no Company ſo 


ill but he'll keep, fo there's none ſo good but ke'll pre- 
tend to. If he has ever ſeen you once, he'll be ſure of 
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Gun. Faith Gentlemen, let us all go dine at my Houſe: 
[have ſnubb'd him of late, and be Il hardly venture that 
wiy fo ſoon again: At Night I'll promiſe you good Com- 
u; my Wite (for | allow her for my own fake what 


rreedom ſhe pleates) bas ſent for the Fiddles to come. 
Tum. Goodvile, if there be any ſuch thing as Eaſe in 
Mitrimony» thou haſt it: But methinks, there's as it were 
(Mark upon marry d Men, that makes em as diſtin- 
vuſhable from one of us, as your Jews are from the reſt 


- of Mankind. 


Gand. Oh there are Pleaſures you dream not of; he is 
only confin'd by it that will be ſo: A Man may make his 


| Condition as eaſie as he pleaſes. — Mine is ſuch a fond 


wanton Ape, I never come home, but ſhe entertains me 
with freſb Kindneſs: and Jack, when I have been hunt- 
ng for Gan e with you, and miſs' d of an Opportunity, 
flops a Gap well encugh. 

Twm. There's no Condition ſo wretched but bas its 
| Reſerve: Your Spaniel turn'd out of Doors, goes content» 
ih to his Kennel: Your Beggar. when he can get no bet 
ter Lodging, knows his old warm Buſh; and your mar- 
y Whore- maſter that miſſes of his Wench, goes honeſt- 
iy dome, and there's Madam Wife. But Goodwile, wha 
ue to be the Company at Night? | | | 

Good, In the firſt place, my Couſin Victoria your Idol, 
Jack Truman; then Mr. Valentine, there will be the charm- 
| ng Camilla, and another that never fails upon ſuch an 
| Cecalion, the unimitable Lady Squeamiſh, 
Dum. That indeed is a worthy Perſon, a great 


booth; one that cenſures Play- and takes it — 
le has none dedicated 2 6 cuntiene Froguenny 


9 


| 2 | 
adily of all the Love-latrigues 


of the 


and Breeding, as ſhe calls it; 2 reſtleſs Dancer; one 
her good Will would never be out of Motion, 


e, have 
s. th 


|  withal; and after being forſaken by half the Town be 


now I think on't, we delay too long. I'll! go beforeand 
prepare: Gentlemen ycu'll be fure to fullow ? 

Trum. Sir, we'll not fail to wait on you. 
5 Exit Goodbile, 
7 is the Coach ready? Valentine! I have had the 
3 oddeſt Adventure this Morning ha—— Malagene! 
b | | | Enter Malagene. 
Hos came he hither? 
„Mal. Jack Truman, Monſieur Valentine, bon jours 

des not that Goodvile | met coming in — hat? 
. * Val. Yes, he parted hence but now. 


very honeſt Fellow 8 un be, but he and I are fallen cut 
4 of late, though faith vas nothing of my ſeckirg 
Ne. No, Til be worn tor thee, thou low A thy 1 


"Fat. Pray, what was the Matter? Malagene? 

Mat. Why I was adviling bim to look after things bets 
ter at Home: The Fellow bas marry'4 a young Wite, 
and there he lets her make Balls and give Entertainments. 


poſe: for faith I ſhould be ſorry to fee any Ill come ont, 
very ſorry. 


ly Companion, and apt to have to good an Opin 


— 


| Count and Town, a ſtrange Admirer of Accomplihnens 


Ho Valentine! you were once a great Admirer 


ſides, comforts her felt in her Man of Principles, I 


Mal. Faith I] tell ye what Gentlemen, Gondal 


F was very free with him and told him of it to the pur- 


Hum. But bark ye Malagene, Goo./uile's a fort of a furs | 
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Mal, I, ſhaw! 
mo her 
Peale. 


we that 
s much of 
you hear 


tght fmom—— hab? 


and his 


* 


75 
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But no matter for that, did 


by his Paſs, clos'd 


you, Sir. 
with a Right Honourable er 
who ſhould come b 


L 


little, Valentme. 


? | can'c abide you ſhauid,go. 
You are never well but when 
lewd Dum, 


ingdom, which ſhall be nameleſs) juſt as 1 


„I ſhould be apt to be jealous'of 


ha, 
3 with that I put 


h. 
Fellowy wich a Woman in his Hand, and ſou 


Now when O Lord, Dear! 


may be free: You may 


s Morning 
| cant: 
ion young 
Dear 


getting into a Coac 
tim, the Coach was for him: We had ſome 


tuo ol rhis Ki 
was | 
| Vit 
ad he drew 
You, 1. 
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* Mak Why, coming out of Chatalms laſt Night (where 


Trans. Not a Word I aſſure 
i bad caſt me a Guine:-Club 


| my Buſi1e(s laſt N 
et. Trirhee let him alone 2 
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es 4 
cut 
felt 
bet. 
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10 FxIENDSHIEP WES HIS 
i, and threw up his Heels, tookawuy Told, wiki 
© twp or three good Cuts over the Face, feiz'd upon th 
mal, carry d her away with me to Chamber, my. 
nag ed her all Night, and juſt now ſent ber of. —PFaith, g 
mongſt Friends ſhe was a Perſon of Quality, Vl tell you tr.. 
_ Tram. What! a Perſon of Quality at that time G þ t 
+ +» + + pa VL 
| Ay. one DO y wel 
take no Notice on t. 5 ng 
Val. Oh, Sir, you may be ſure we ſhall be very en. 
ious of ſpreading any Secrets of yours of this Nature 
Lying Rakebel! the higheſt he ever arriv'd at was a Band 
and ſhe too baniſh'd him at laft, becauſe he boaſted of | 
2 | that I much 
* tell it if you will; for I 2 more 1 
1 cne wou'd have done upon the ſame Occaſiot b. 
Dam. Doubtleſs, Sir, you were much in the right, | 
But, Valentine, we ſtay too long; tis time we were going, 
Mal. What, to Dinner? Pll make a third Man 
where ſhall it be? 
. Tum. Sir, I am ſorry, we muſt beg your Excuſe this | 
time, for we are both engag d. 
al. Whos? Sms thai's all one, I am ſure I know | 


I * Ps 


the Company; Ill go at a venture. | 
- Val. No, mm abt wy OY 
we are going into Company that are not very good 


; Friends of yours, and will be very uneaſie if you be there. 
| © Mal. What's that to the purpoſe? l care as little for 
* _- - them as they do for me; tho' on my Word, of 
” honeſt Fellows, you keep the oddeſt Company 
That ever I knew 

Trum. But, Sir, we are reſolv'd to reform it, and in 
order thereunto defire ycu would leave us to cur felyesto 


wr Nc——but I'll tell you, go along with me; | 
have diſcover d a Treaſure of pale Wine III aſſure 
| you tis the ſame the King drinks of. Wbat qi 4 
Fack? 1 am but for one Bottle or tw2; for faith J 
_ refolv'd to live ſober for a Week. 
. Prichee, Tormentor, leave us? Do gat] know 
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— ink l is as baſe as the 
wit? re we will not g with you, 
us. 


ther are you going ? Hah 


Val. How comes it, — you are not with your 
two Friends, Caper and Sauncer?——you may be ture of 


them; they'll cat and drink, n—_— World 
with y cu. 
5) How canſt thou thick that I would fach 
lathlome Company? a Brace of filly, talking. 
fioging Raſcals: 'Tis true, I contraſted an 
with em I know not how; and — then when [ 
am out of humour, love to laugh at and abuſe 'em for an 
Hour or two but come what will on, I am reſfolv'd 
go along with you to Day. 
gan Upon my Word, Sir, you cannot Why 
ſhould you make ſo many Difficulties with your Friends? 
Mal.” Whoo! prithee leave Fooling You wou'd 


| flake me off now. would you? But l know better things. 


—The Sham won't paſs upon me, Sir, it won't, look you. 
Tum. Death, we muſt uſe him ill, or chere is no get- 

ting rid of him. Near pats, Sir? 

Mal. No, Sir ! 

Tum. Pray Sir, leave ue. 


Mal. | ſhan't do't, Sir. 


Trum. But you muſt, S:r. 

Mal. May be not, Sir. 

Tram, | 4 going this Way. [ Zang of. 
Mal. So am l. 

Dum Bur, Sr, I muſt ſtay here a little longer. 

Wal. Wick all * Heart! tis the fame thing, I am not 
in 

Pal. Have à care, Malagene, 


how you provoke Tru- 


you run the hazard of a ſcurvy Beating, my 
Friend, if you do. 

Mal. Beating! I am forry, Sir, you know no better: 
ox, l am us'd to ſerve him fo, Man; let him alone, you 
full fee how I'll rezze him. Hark you, Fact, 

Tum. Sir, you wee impudent troublclo:ne Coxcomb 
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Aal. No matter for that, 1 fhin't leave you. 
. Finns. Sie, | hall. pull you by tte Noſe ien. 
Mal. Tris all one to me, do your world. | 
Thame. Take that then, Sir. —— Now 1 


[Twea%s bim by the No. | 
Go about your Buſineſs. 
Mal. Nay, Faith, Fact, row you drive the Jef too ir: 
What -aPox I knowy you are not in earneſt; prithee let ago. 
Tram. Death, Sir, you lie; not in earneſt '—er this 
con ince yo Nicks him. 
How like you the ſeſt now, Sir ? 
da. Hark you Traman, we fnan'c Dine together then, 
Thall we? 
Fal. Faith, to tell you the Truth of the Matter; Du. 
man had a Quarrel laſt Night, and we are juſt now going 
to make an end on't: *T's that makes bim ſo ſurly. = 
— now I think on't better, if you'll go, 
hall: perhaps we may have Occafien for a third 4. 
| No, no, if that be the Buſineſs 1'i] ſay no more; 
pub hate lo preſs into any Man's Company againſt his lu- 
clination. Truman! Upon my Reputation you are very un- 
civil now, that you are. But hark you, I ran tothe Groom. 
Porter's laſt Night and loſt my Mony-—Prithee tend me 
two Guineas till next time | ſce thee, Child. 


come to this at laſt: *Tis here, you may command what 


you pleaſe from ycur Servan*. Malagene, good — 


4 E | Enter Caper and Saunter. 


Val. Wo'c you go along us then, Malagene? 

Mal. No, here are two tilly Fellows ww ; It po 
and divert my ſelf a liitle with them at 

Tal. Why, " are the very People you rail at i 
but now: You will not leave us for them? At a time 
when you may be ſo ſerviceab e? 

Mal. Hang't, you'il have no c ce: ſion for me, Man: Say 
no move ont, but take my Advice; be ſure you fland 
| faſt, don'c give ground, d'ye hear, puſh briskly, and Pl 
. warrant you do your Buſineſs. 

: Val. Sir, I thank you tor your Counſe!, and am for 
i we can't have your Company; but you are ir gag d? 
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Tum. With all my Heart, Sir. I was ſure — 


Mal. Dear Fack Truman, your humble. ¶ Exit Truman. 


sur i» FasRIOR. 22 
eee though it will come to fighting? 1 
have no to leave or Company, methinks. 

Fab. Mays, nothiag fo certain as that wg ſhall fight: 1 
will you would go, for I fancy there will be three in - 
he Fel. | 1 
Apex ont, now I remember, I promis d to 
mace theſe People here, and can't avoid them now; I'd- 

o with you elſe with all my Heart Faith and Troth, but 
if you'd have me fend a Guard, I'll do't. x 
Val, No, Sir, —there's no Danger Nothing but 
the Rogues Cowardiſe could have rid us of him. ¶ Exit Val. 

Mal. How now Bullies, whicher ſo faſt this Morning? 
I red juſt now with Fuck Pumas and Ned Valentine: 

They would a n have had me to Dinner with em, but 

| was not in a Humour of Drinking, and to ſpeak the 

Trath ont, you are better Company ten to one. They 

ingroſs fil] all the Diſcourſe to themfſ:lves: And a Man 

- an never be free with them neither. . 

. Oh Lord, Alalagene! we met the delicarit 

Creature, but now as we came round; I am a Raſcal, if 

- Tdon't think her one of the fineſt Women in the World: 
| Iſn't get her out of my Mihd this Month. 

San. "Twas Victoria, my Lady Fairfield's Daughter, 
| tht came. to Town laſt Summer when Goodwile was mar- 
* in Love with her, poor Soul — 1 ſhall beg his 

there, as I rake it Sings. 

Mat, That's Traman's blowing; She's always lingring 
ber him here, and at the Play-houſe: She hears her felt- 
tee every Horning againſt the general Courſe at Night, 
comes as conſtantly as my Lady Squeamiſh ter felt. 

lan I your that's a fine Perſon : don't you think ſhe 
ws abundance of Wir, Malagene? She and 1 did fo rally 
Caper t other Day. 

Gbr. Ay it may be fo. 
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Say | San, But did you never hear her ſin2? She made me 
2nd wih her cill Two a Clock “other Morning to teach 
Ein lan Song. 
Ile, and l vow the fings it wonderfully - | 
roy | Mal. Dam her, the's the moſt affected amorous Ft. 
1 N loves young Fellows more than an old Kite F 
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Town can eſcape her, we ſhall have herdraw one of you 
in: o Matrimony within this Fortnight. 

| Caper. Malagene, thou art the moſt Satyrical Thief 
breathing: I'd give any thing thcu didſt but love Dancing, 
that I might have thee on my ſide ſometimes. 


Saw. Well Maiagene, I hope to ſee thee ſo in Love ore 


Nay, as to leave cf drinking as | have done, and ſet up 
tor a Shape and a Face: Or what is all one, write ame- 


rous Sonnets, ard fight Duels with all that do but lock 


like R:vals. I would not be in Love for all the World, 1 
vow and ſwear. [#alks up and own with an adde. Motion, 
Caper Nor I. | 

— Ah Phillic, if you woul,! not love 
The Shetherd &c. Sings. 
But d' ye hear, Malagene, tley ſay Gecdvile gives a Pall 
to Nighꝰ, is't true? 


Mal. Yes, I intend to be there, if I do not gow | 


Court. | 
_ Caper, lam pad cf it with all my Heart——Samte 
———- There's my Lady, to be ſure ſhe'll not fail, 


San. But will you go Aalagene? Gcodvile and you ue 


at a D ſtance. 
Ma!. Whoo! pox that's nothing. V!! go for all that: 
Bur faith, I ſhould meet my Lord — at Court to Night. 


Beſides, I han't been in the D:awing-Room theſe three } 
Days; the Company will wonder what's become of me. 


| Enter Lac Squeamiſh. 
She here! nay ther. 


- Caper, Madam, your Ladyſl.ip's moſt humble Seryant. 
} y ſlip 15 


| Congee: 
L. Squeam, Mr. Caper! your moſt Devoted.— 0. 
dear Mr. Saunter! a thouſand Thanks to you for my Song, 
Saun. Your Lady ſhip does your Servant too much Ho- 
nour, [Sings, A, Cloe full of, &c. 
I.. Squeam. Mr. Caper, you are a Stranger indeed, | 


| have nor ſeen you theſe rwo Days: Lord, where d je live? 


. I ſhould have waited on your L:dyſhip, but was 


Dances and Caper. 


ef 


yeung Chickens: There is not a Coxcomb of cighteen in 


f> tired at the Maſquerade at my Lord Flutter i t other 
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gen Madam, Madam, Mr. Goodvile gives a Ball to 
Night: Will your Lad) fp be there? : _— 
L Sam. Yes; 1 heard of it this Morning; Videria 


"1 
. 
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ſent me Word. 


Cater. O, Midam, die hear the News? Goadvile 
makes 2 Ball to Night: I hope I hall have the Honour 
of your Ladyſhip's Company. 

L. Squeam. Ob, by all means: Mr, Caper, pray don't 
01 fail us. | | | 
Oh Lord, Mr. Malagene, I beg your Pardon, upon my 
Honour 1 did not ſec yuu. I was fo engaged in the Civi- 
lities of theſe Gentlemen. 

Mal. Your Wit and Beauty, M:dam, muſt comman 1 
the Honour and Ad miration of all the World. But whea 
did your Ladyſhip ſee Mr. Val-1tme? | 

L. Sue . O, name him to: Mr. Malagene; he's the- 
aun worthieſt baſeſt Fellov ——eſides be has no Princi 

nor Breeding: I wonder you Gentlemen will keep 
im Company. I'il fear hes caough to bring an Out- 
um on the whole Scx. 

Mal. The Truth on'c is, Madam, I do drink with him 
now and then, beeauſe the Fellow has ſome Wit, Dur 
is when better Company is out of the Way; ard faith bes 
always very civil to me as cin be:! can rule nim. 

L. Sqzeam. Oh Lord, "js impoſſible, Wit! why be 
was abroad but two Year:, and all that time too in an 
Academy; he knows nothing of the Intrigues of the 
French Court, and has the worſt Mien in the Worlu⸗ 
He has a Sort of an il!-natur'd way of talking indeed, 
and thèy ay makes bold with me ſometimes, but Ell af- 
ſure you I ſcorn h m. 

Mal. Truly he has made very bold with you, er he is 


* foully bely'o: Ha, hu, ha. 


L.Squeam., They ſiy, he's grown a great Admirer of 
Madam Camilla of late, who paſſes for a Wit forſooth. 
Tis true, ſhe's well enough, but 1 ſuppoſe is not the firſt 
that bas been troubled with his impertinent Addreſſes. 
Mal. Indeed he would npt let me alone, till I brought 
lum acquainted there: He owes that Happineſs to me. 


But methinks Ladyſhip ſpeaks with ſomething of 
5 your Ladyſhip ſpeaks with ſomething 


— 37 Reav'a ſhe's ſcalous! 
| L 4 M L Squeam 
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L. Squeam. No, I aſſure you, Sir, I am not conce s 
at it in the leaſt. ; 

But did you ever hear em diſcourſe any thing of me? 
Mal. Never any ill. Madam; only a little idle Raill 
now and then; but Truman and he are wont to be ſome. 
thing laviſh when they have been drunk in my Comps 
ny, —— Twill work. 5 | | 

L. Squeam. Nay, I keow ke has ſpoken difh y 
of me behind my back, becauſe be fail'd in his filthy De- 
ges. Madam Camilla may delerve better of him, 1 
doubt not: But if I am not reveng'd on his Falſhood 
L Caper | 

— Madam. | 

L. Squeam. Where do you go to Day? 
| Caper. Will your Lady ſbip be at the new Play? 

L. Squeam. No, I ſa it the fuſt Day, and dont like it, 
Mal. Madam, it has no ill Character about the Town. 
I. Squeam. O Lore, Sir, the Town is no judge. 

| "Tis a Tragedy, and I'll aſſure you there's nothing in it 
4 that's moving. | 
| I love a Tragedy that moves mightily. 

Saun. Does your Ladyſhip know who writit? | 

L. Squeam. Yes, the Poet came and read it to meat 
my Lodgivgs: He is but a young Man, and I „ „ | 
has nat been a Writer long: Beſides, he has had little or 
no Cenverfation with the Court, which has been the Re 
ſon he has committed a great many Inde corums in the | 
Conduct ct ir. 3 

Saum. 1 did not like it neither for my Part; there wa 
never a Song in it, ha? 

Caper. No, nor ſo much as a Dance. | 

Mal. Oh, it's impoſſidle it ſhould take, if there were 
neither Song nor Dance in it. 

L. Squeam, And. then their Comedies now-2-days ue | 
the filthieſt Things, full of Bawiy and nauſecus Doings, 
which they miſtake for Railery and Intrigue; beſi des 
they have no Wit in em neither; for all their Gentlemen 
an Men of Wit, as they ſtile cm, are either filly con- 


impudent Cuxcombs, or rude, —_X 
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‚ rel ow —fough —— 1 am aſham'd any one 
a 2 to write a Comedy, that does 1 — 
de nicer Rules of the Court, and all the Intrigues and 
Gallantries that paſs 1 vow. | 

Mal. Who woul.! improve in thoſe things, muſt con- 
fale with your Lad) flip. | 
L Sem. | twerr Mr. Malagene, you are an obligiag 
| Perſon: I wonder the World fhould be fo malicious to 
| give you ſo unde ſerving 2 Character as they do; I always 
| — you ex reamly generous, and a Perſon of Worth. 
Mal. In troth, Madam, your Lady ſtip and my ſelt are 

the Subjects of zbundar.ce ot Envy: for I love to be ma- 
licious now and ther, and faith, am the very Scourge 
of the Court, they all ſtand in awe of me; for I muſt 

what | know, tho' ſometimes I am uſed a little 
{curvily for it; but Faith I can't help ir, tis my Way, 

L. Squeam. III. ha, ho, really I love Scaad d extrexmly 
wo ſometimee, fo it Fe decently minag'd—— but as I 
| was ſaying, there is not a Perton in the Vorld under- 
fands the latrigues of the Court Better than my felt: I 
am the generell Comſident of the Drawing-Yoom, and 
know the Lov: s of all the Veop'e of Q ty in Town. 

Caper. Dear M:dam, how ftands the Affair between 
my Lord Su ple and Mad im Lofty? 

L; Squeam, Worſe than ever; "Tis very provoking to 
ſe how the uſes the poor Creature : Bur the truth is, ſhe 
cn never be at Reſt tor him; he's more troubleſome than 
an old Hu-band, contiauall, whiſpering his Sofrnets and 
making bis Vowe, till at I ſt the is forc'd to fly ro me for 
ſhelter, and then we do fo laugh--which the pootenarur'd 
Creature takes fo patient —1 fear. I pi y him. 

San. But my Lady Colt, they ſay, is kinder to the 
1 Spurkiſh Mr. Pruneit. 
| L-Squeam. O Lord, Mr. Saunter, that you ſhould under- 
fand no berter; to my Knowleiige it is all faile; I know 
al that Intrigue from the beginning to the er ding. it has 
deen off this Month — Oe ſides he keeps a Play er again 
Oh, Mr. Saunter! whatever you do, never concern your 
lf with choſe Ylayer:. 

Saun. Madam, I have leſt the Folly long fince: When 
iſt 1 came to Towa, I mult contels | had a Gallaniry 

l . Ls there: 
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ip's Wit and Beauty, 1 have learn'd to lay 
— better Advantage — I think that 2 4 
L. Squeam. III ſwear, Mr. Saunter, you have the mot 
Court-like way of expreſſing your felt —— 
San Oh Lord, Madam [ Bows ard cringe, 
2 
Acquunrance, and I'll iwear I am proud of em. Here 


is Mr. Sauter fings the French manner better than ever! 


heard any Engl: Gentleman in my Life: Befides he pre. 
nounces his Engliſh in finging with a French kind of x 
Tone or Accent, that gives it a firange Beauty —Sweet Sir, 
do me the Favour of the laſt new Song. 

Saun. Let me die! your Ladyſhip obliges me beyond 
Exprefſiog—Malagzene, thou ſhalt hear me. | 

5 | [Sings a Song in a French Tone. 

_ What a Devil was this! 1 underſtand not a Wurd 
on 

Sam. Ha, Malagene, ha? | 

L.Squeam. Did you ever hear any thing fo fine? 

Mal, Never, Madam, never: I twear, your L:dyſhip 
3; a great Judge. EE 

L. Squeam. But how plain and diſtinctly too every 
Word was proncunc'd? | 
Mal. Ob, to Admiratior, to Admiration. 


I. Well, Mr. Saunter, you are a charming 
Creatuic——0O fad, Mr.Caper, I long till Night comes: 


Fll dance with no Body but you to Night, for 1 ſwear [ [ 


b. lieve 1 ſhall be out of Humour. 

Mal. That's more thin ſhe ever was in her Life, ſo 
Ing as ſhe had a Fool or a Fiddle in ter Company. 

L Squeame. Tho' really Ilove Dancing immoderately— 


But now you talk of Iatrigues, Iam miſtaken it ycu dont 


e ſamething u here we are going to Night. 
Mal. What, Gaodvile is to commence Cuckold, is it 
nat fo? 


L. Squeam. Oh, fie, Mr. Malagene, fie: I yow youll 


make me hate you, it you talk fo ſtrangely, tut let 
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gemen, you ſhall Dine with me to Day What fay 
jou, Mr. Malagere, will you go? 

Mal. Your Lady ſhip may be ſure of me, I hate to break 


L. em. And pray now let us be very ſevere, and talk 
malicioufly of all the Town. Mr. Caper, your Hand: On, 
dear Mr. Sawnter, how ſhall I divide my ſelf— Lil ſwear, 
| an firangely at a loſ——-)Mr, Malagene you mult be 
Mr.Sawnter”s Miſtreſs I think at pre ſent. 

Mal. With all my Heart, Madam Sec Mr. Saun- 
fey, your Hand: I {wear, you are a charming Creature, 
and your Courtſhip is as ex-raordinary as your Voice. 
Let me dir, and l vow I mi have ther S ny 4 ter 
Dinner, for I am very humeriome ard very whintic I 
think : ha, ha, ha. | Exciwth, 


— 


ACT u. SCENE I. 
SCENE be Ordinary. 
Enter Mrs. Goodvile and Lotrice, 


| — Þ I D you deliver the Billet ? 


Let. Yes, Madam, faithfully. 
Mrs. Good. But are you ſure you did ? | 
Le, Can your Ladyſhip think I would be guilry of che 


laſt Neglect in a Concern cf ſuch moment ? 


Mrs, Good. And are yun ſure he Dines here to day? 
Let. Madam, they are now at Dinner blow: Mr. Vs: 


\ leitine's there to). Oh, Fi: {.vear he's a fine Man, the 


moſt courteous Perſon. 

M Good. What, becau'e he hunts and k ſſrs you when 
bes drunk? No, Tertice, Truman, Truman, Oh that Truman “ 
Let. I wonder your Lady ſtip ſhould be ſo taken wich 
lim: Were I to chuſe, I ſheuld think my Maſter the 


more agrecable Man. 


Mrs. Good. And you may take him if you will; he is 


| % much a Husband as one weu'd wiſh: | have not ſeen 


bim this Fort2ight; be never comes home *ull four in tds 
Morning, and then he iexks to his feparate Bed, wow 2 
| 4 
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Mrs. Good. I laugh though to think what an eafie Fool 
he believes me; he thinks me the moſt contented, inno- 
cent, harmeleſs Turtle breathing, the very Pattern of P. 

Let. A Jewel of a Wife, 

Mrs. Good. And as blind with Love as his own Good 
Opinion ot himſelf bas made him. 

Let. And can you find in your Heart to wrong ſo good 
2 Baru. u compleat well meaning harmeleſs Husband, that 
has ſo good an Opinion of you? | F- 

Mrs. Good. Ha, wrong him! what fy you, Lettice? [ 
wrong my Husbard! tuch another Word forfeits my 
good Opinion of thee tor ever. en 

Let. What meant the Billet to Mr. Truman then this 

* 

Mrs. Good. To make him my Friend perhaps, and diſ. 
cover if 1 can he it is that Wrongs me in my Husbind's 
Affection: For I am fure I have a Rival. And I am apt 
to believe Victoria Ceicrves no better than ordinary of me, 
if the Truth were known. 

Ter. Why. ſhe is his near Kinſwoman, and lives here 
> the Houfe with you; belides, he would never diſhc- 
noir his own Family ſurely. | 

Mrs. Good. You are a Fool, Lettice, the Nearneſs of 
Blood is the leaſt thing conſidered. Beſides, as I have heard, 
*tis almoſt the only way Relations care to be kind to one 
another now a- days. 

Let. Yet, M. dam, you never meet, but you are as kind 
and fond ot him, as it you bad all the Joys ot Love about 

ou. Lord! How can you diſſe mble with him fo? Be- 
Mr. Truman, Madam, you know is his Friend. 
Mrs. Good, Oh, if 1 would ever conſent to wrong my 
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ule, with his Friend. For ſuch a one has a double 

Obligation to Secrecy, as well for his own Honour as mine, 

rer 
of this, that you are: Tis enough to put il. 

= its canes Heed, which I am the molt averſe to 

of all things in the World. 

Let. But, Madam, Thoughts are free; and it is as hard 


dot to think a little idly ſometimes, as it is to be always 


in good Humour. But it would make any one laugh, to think 
Mr. Truman ſhould be in love with Madam Vidoris, if all 
be real which your Ladyfhip ſuſpects. | 

Mrs. Good. Ay, and with a deſign of Marriage too 
But a ranging Gallant thinks be fathoms all, and counts 
it as much beneath his Experience to doubt bis Security 


LA 


ina Wife, as Succeſs in a Miſtreſe. 


Let. Beſides, after a li tie time, he is ſo very induſirious 
in Cuckolding others, that he never dreams how ſwims 
ni gly his own Affairs are manag'd at home. 

Euter Victoria. 

Mrs. Good. But huſ.——ſhe's here. 

Vid. A happy Day to you, Madam. | 

Mrs, Go:d. Dear Coulin, your humble Servant: Have 
you beard who are below? 


Vik. Yes, young Truman and his inſeparable Compani- 


| on Valentine. 


Mrs. Good. Well, what will you do Couſin ? Truman 
comes reſolv'd on Conqueſt; for with the Advantages he 


| bin your Heart already, tis imp«flible you ſhou!d be 


able to hold out againſt him. 
Vid, *Yes, powerful Champaign as they call it may do 


} much; a Spark can no more refrain running into love a- 
ter a Bottle, than a drunken Country Vicar can avoid di- 


ſpu ing ot Religion when his Patron's Ale grows ſtronger 
than his Reaſon. 
Mrs. Good. Come, come, difſemble your Inclinations as 
atiu!ly as you pleaſe, | am ſure they are not fo indiff.- 
rent, but they may be eatily diſcerned. 

Vick, Truly, Madam, you may be miſtaken in your 


Mrs. 


bY 


| Mrs. Good. How! I doubt it is fome other Man they 


has cauſed this Alterarion in you.— Lord, Lettice, is he 


not extreamly alter d? 
118. Alter d, Madam, what do you mean? | 
Mrs. Good. Nay, Leitice, fetch a Glaſs and let her fee 
her felt; Lord, you are paler than you uſe to be. 
Let. Ay, and then that Blueneſs under the Eyes. 


Mrs. Good. Beſides, you are not fo lively as I have known 


you: Pardon me, Couſin. 
Ler. Well, if there be a fault, Marriage will cure all. 
Vid. I'll affure you, I have none that I know of fands 
in need of fo deſperate a Remedy. Marriage! fault! 
What can all this tend to? 1 
| 1 
Mrs. Good. Well, what now? 


Mrs. Good. Ha, Camilla! Tell ber I'll attend her: 
Wor: you go with me, Viddoria ? 
Viet. Til but ſtep into my Chamber, and follow you 


inſtantly. [Ex. Mrs. Good. and Page, | 


Whither can all this drive? Surely ſhe has diſcovered ſome- 
thing of Goodviles Love ard mine: If ſhe has, I am ruin d. 
75 Enter Goadvile, = 
- Good. Victoria! your Couſin is not here, is ſhe? What, in 
Clouds? I Rule this Minute from my Friends on purpoſe 
* and muſt not I have a Look? Not a Word? 

Ob, I amruin'd and loſt for ever. I fear your Wife 
| has had ſome knowledge of our Loves: And it it be ſo, 
what will then become of me? 

Good. Prithee no more: My Wife! ſhe has too good an 
Opinion of her ſelf, to have an ill one of me; and would 
as ſoon believe her Glaſs could flutter ber, as I be falſe to 
ber: My Wife! na, ha. 

Vid, Yes, I am ſure it muſt be ſo; it can be no other- 
wiſe: But you are {atis'y'd, end now have nothing more 
to do, but to leave me to be milerable. 

Good. Leave thee! By Heai'n I'd ſooner renounce my 
Family, and own my ſelt the Baſtard of a Raſcal: Come, 


iet thy Doubts; Truman is here; and take my Love for | 
thy Security, he ſhall be thine to Night, ric. 
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Page. Madam Camilla is coming to wait upon your | 


| *FartENDSHIP is FASHION. 22 
© Vi. I have great Reaſon to expect it indeed, that 
ws — UT four Taiwrh in fo paced o Fried far the 
| Repzration of my Honour, that fo httle concerns you, and 
FF which you baye already made your beſt of. 
* Good, No more of that, Love's my Province; and thine 
i tuo dear to me to be neglected. Fis true, I have 
made him my Friend, and 1 hope he will deſerve it, by 
doing thee that Juſtice which I am incapible of. 
_ Vi. You can promiſe eafily. 
Good. Ay, and as reſolutely perform; When 1 have 
„ | heated him with Wine, prepare to receive him. 
t! of Enter Mrs. Goodvile. . 
Ha, ſhe here! | | | 
Me. Good. So, fo, Mr. Goodvile are you there indeed? 
| Ithought I ſhould catch you. | | 
x | Good, Faith, my Dear, I have been ſpeaking a good 
Word for Fact Truman; my Couſin Victoria's too cruel. 
Mee. Good, Oh, fie, Victoria! Can you be ſo hard-heart- | 
ed to deny any thing, when Mr. Goodvile is an Advocate? 
6 Via. 1 muſtconfels it is with ſome difficulty; but ſhould +; 7 
, |} Irtoocafily comply upon Mr. Gordvile's Interceſſion, b 
„ | knows but your Lad) ſhip might be jealcus? For he the 
. = _ tor another, may preſume there's hopes for 
 bimlelf. 
* Mrs. Good. Ay, but Couſin, I know you are my Frier d. 
2 and would not, though but in regard of that, do me ſuch 
injury: Beſides, Mr. Goodwile knows 1 dare truſt him. 


+ | Don't you, Love? 
| Good, Truſt me! yes, for if you don't, tis all one 
I Credulous Innocence! Ale. 


, Alae, my Dear, were I as falſe as thou art good, thy ge- 
j {} necrous Confidence would ſhame me into Roneſty. 
; | Enter Camilla running and ſqueaking. Truman and 
- Valentine after her. | | 
Cam. For Heww'a's fake, Madam, fave me Vr. 
a Goodvide, tis ſater travelling through the Deſarts of 4 · 
lia, than ent' ring your Houſe: Had I not ian hard for it, 
I had been devour d, that's certain. 

Val, Oh, Madam, are you herded? It will be to lit- 
te purpoſe; 1 am ſtanch, and never change my Game. 


A A 
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cn. But when you have loſt it, if freſh ſtart up, you 
ean be as fully — hunt more for the love of 
the Sport, than for the ſake of the Prey. | 
Val. Bur, Madam, ſhould you chance to be taken, lock 
to't; for I ſhall tou'e and worry you molt unmercitully, 
till | have reveng'd my ſelf ſeverely, tor the pains yuu 
coſt me ca ching. | 

Cam. Therefore l am reſolv'd to keep out of your reach; 
Lord! what would become of ſuch a poor little Creatwe 
as | aw, in the Paws of ſo ravenous an Animal? | 

Tram. But are you too, Lady, fo wild as Mrs. Camila? 

vit Oh, Sir, to the full! But I hope you are not lows 
merciful as Mr. Valentme. 

Tram. No, Madam, quite on the contrary, as ſoſt and 
pliant as your Pillow; you may mould me to your own 
caſe and pleaſure, which way you will. | 

Vie. 'Tis ſtrange two of ſuch different Tempers ſhould 
ſo well agree: Methinks you look like two as roaring, rar. 
ting,. tory rory Sparks as one wou!d wiſh to meet withy], | 

Val. Yes, Madam, at the Pla; -houſe in a Vizer, when jn 
come dreſt and prepar d for the Encounter ; there indeed 
we can be as unanimouſly Modiſh and Impertinent as the 
perteſt Coxcombs of em all, till like them too, we loſe 
our Hearts, and never know what becomes of em. 

Cam. But the comfort is, you are ſure to find em apain 
in the next Bottle. | | 

Mrs. Good. Then drink em down to the Ladies Heal he, 
and they are as well at caſe as ever they were. 

Tram. Why, you would not be fo unconſcionable as tg 
I have us two ſuch whining crop-:ick Lovers, as figh away 
| - their Hours, and-write lamentable Dit ies to be ſung about 
the Town by Fools and Bullies in Tave:ns. 
Good, Till fome Smithfield Doggerel taking the hint, 
ſwells the Sonnet to-a Ballad, and Chloris dwindles into 2 
Eitchic-Wench. | 
Vid. Tis preſum d then you are of that familiar Tribe 
that never make Love but by cun raties, and rally our 
Faults when you pretend to admire our Perfectians. | 
=. Cam. As it the only way to raiſe a g-od Opinion of |. 
nm is es ho & ill a ons you have | 
ws, Inn 
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beit of Wine, tor the Love it raiſes is general! 


Boy, bring ſome Wine, you ſhall prove its g 
_ and then acknowledge it your Friend. We'll dri 
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per, what would become of thoſe tender- heurted 
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Tan. Faith, Madam, tis a hard world, and when 
Jeanty is held ft ſo dear u rate, tis the beſt way to beat 


Don the Market as much as we can. 


"Tal. But you ſhall find, Ladies, we'll bid like Chap- 


| men for all that. 


hi. You had beſt have a care though, leſt you over- 


| reach your ſelyes, and repent of your Purchaſe when tis 
| too late. 


Cam. Befider, I hate a Dutch Bargain that's * 
e 
Courage it gives, very extraordinary, but very ſhort-liv'd. 
© Good. How, Madam! have a care what = fay; Wine 
is the Prince cf Love, and all Ladies that ſpeak againſt ir, 


' forſeit their Charter. I muſt not have my Favourite tra- 


duc'd. 


Cam, Till your Brains are afloat, and all the reſt fink. 
Val. 1 find then, Ladies, you have the like Opiaion of 


| our Heads, 28 you have of our Hearts. 


Cam. Really, Sir, you are much in the right 
Tram, But if your Ladyſhip ſhould be in the wrong — 
Tho' Love, like Wine, be a good Refreſher, yet tis much 
more dangerous to be too buſie withal. And though naw and 
then I may over-heat my Head with drinking; yet con- 


* found me, I think I ſhall have a care never to break my 
Heart with loving. 


Mrs. Good. Bur, Sir, if all Men were of your cruel Tem- 

Crea- 

tures that cannot fortear ſaluting ye with a Billet in a 

Morning, thouph ic comes withour a Name and makes 
Jou as unſatisf, i as they poor Creatures are themſelves ? 

Tram. Hah, this concerns me! Blackhead, dull leaden 


| Sor that I was, not to be ſenſible it muſt be ſhe, and none 
but ſhe, could ſend mine this Morning. Well, poor Fack 


Iruman look to thy ſelf, Snares are laid for thee; but 
the Virtuous muſt ſuffer Temptation: And Heaw n knows 


nk 3 
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| Good. Now Boy, fill the Glaſſes. But before we pro- 
ceed, one thing is to be confider'd: My Dear, youand 
] are to be no Man and Wife for this Day, but be as in- 
different, and take as little notice one of another, as we 


Val. A very fair Propeſil. 
Mrs Good. Agreed, Sir, it you will have it fo. 
Good. The Wine now cach Man to his Pot, 


Now that nothing may be wanting, Lettice you muſt ſing 
the Song 1 brought home t other Moruing; for Muſick 


| How bleſi'd he appears, 
That y:wvels and loves out his happy Years. 
That fiercely ſprers on till he finiſh his Race: 
Aud knowing Life's ſhort, chuſes living af ate 
To Cares we were born, 'twere a Folly to doubt it, 
Then love and rejoice, there's no living without it. 
Il. ; 
Each day we grow older 


But as Fate approaches, the Brave 2 are bold. 


The joys of Love with our Youth ſlide away, 

But yet there are Pleaſures that never decay: 
When Beauty grows dull, and our Paſſions grow cold, 
Wine ſill keeps its Charms, and we drink when w areoid. 


Good. So, now ſnhe me an Enemy to divine harm» | 


nious Drinking! | 


Boy. Sir, my Lady Squeamiſh is below, juſt alighted out 


Good, Nay then Drinking will h1ve the major Vote 
againſt it: She is the moſt exact Oblerver of Decorumsand 
Decency alive. But ſhe is not alone, 1 hope? 


may chance to do ſeven Years hence: But at Night=. | 


[They ſeparate, Good. io Cam. Val. 7 Vict. Trum. » 


Mrs. Goodv:le. n 
The Word. Al take Claſſu. 
Tum. Love and Wine. 5 | 
Enter Lettice, 


is as great an Eacouragement to drinking, as fighting, 1 
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No, Sir, there is Mr. Malagene with her, and three 
222 one they call Sir Noble Clumfey, a full 
perth Gentleman. n 
Dum. That's a hopeful Animal, an elder Brother, of 
+ fair Eſtate, and her Kinſman, newly come up to Town, 
whom her Ladyſhip has undertaken to poliſh and make 
8 fine Gentleman. | 

Val. Tis ſuch a fulſom over-grown Rogue! yet hopes 
to be afine Spuk. and a very Courtly Youth; he has been 
this half Year endcavouring at a Shape, which he loves 
exing and drinking too well ever to attain to. The other, 
Fi warrant you, are the nimble Mr. Caper, and his po- 

ble Companion Mr. Sawzter. 

Goed. She's never without a Kennel cf Fools at her 
heels; and we may know as well when ſhe i; near by the 
noiſe her Coxcombs make, as we know when a certain 
Spark of this Town is at hand by the new- fangled gingle 
of his Coach. She come:———a1d wo be to the Wretch 

| whom ſhe firſt lights upon, 
| Enter L,Squeamiſh, Sir Noble Clumſey, Malag. Capers 
| and Saunter. 4 
L. Squeaw. Dear Madam Goodvile, ten thouſand Happi- 
neſſes wait on you! Fair Madam Victoria, ſweet charming 
| - Camilla, which way ſhall I expreſs my Service to you— 
Couſin your honour, your honour to the Ladies. 
Clam. Ladies as low as Knee can bend, or Head can 
| bow, I alute you all: And Gallants, Iam your moſt hum- 
i. | ble, muſt obliged, and moſt devoted Servant, —T hat 
I hkandatthcend of an Epiſtle Dedica'ory. 5 
Good, Sir Noble Clumſey is too great a 8 
Clam. Yes, Sir, I can compliment upon an 
my Lidy knows I am a pretty apt Scholar. 
L. Squears. Gallants, you muſt pardon my Couſin here, 
be is but as it were a Novice yet, and has had little Cog- 
rerſation but what 1 have had the honour to in ſtruct bim in. 
Mal. But let me tell you, he is a Man of Parts, and 
one that I reſpect and hon:ur : Pray Gentlemen know 
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nf my Friend, 
| Val. Hark you Malagene, how durſt you venture hither, 
y | owing that Goodvile aud Truman care fo little for your 
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| Mal. O Sir, your Servant, your Servant, Sir; I 
this was the Duel you 2 
left you elſe, faith, Ned, I ſhould nor. . 

Good. But, Madam, can the worthy Knight your Kin. 
man drink? What think you, Sir Noble, of the Ladies Healthy? 

Clam. In a Glaſs of ſmall Beer, if you pleaſe. 

L. Squeam. Oh ſweet Mr. Goodvile, don't tempt him 
to drink, dont! Ell ſwear, I am fo afraid he ſhould ſpoil 
himſelf wich drinking. Lerd, how I ſheuld loath a Fel. 
low with a red Noſe! | 

Fal. See, Truman, the two Coxcombs are already boare- 
ing cur Miſtreſſes: 

Trum. Ob, twere pity to interrupt em: a Woman 
loves to play and fondle with a Coxcomb ſometimes as natu- 
rally, as with a Lag-4og; and I could no more be jealous 
of one than of the other. 

Val. | am not of your Opinion; they are too apt to love 
any thing that but makes em ſport: And the familiar - 
ty of Fools proceeds oftentimes from a Privilege we 


are not aware of. For my part, I ſhall make bold to di- 


vert. Mr. Saunter, a word: Have you any Pretences 
with that Lady? hah?” 


Sun. Some {mall Encouragement I have had, Sir; but 


I never make my boaſt of thoſe Favours, never. 
Val. No. Sir, twere not your beſt courſe. 
Sam. Of Lord, you are pleas'd to be merry: Sure he 


takes me for a Fool; but no matter for that Sings. 


Wonld Phyilis be mine, and for, &c. 
| Enter Boy. 
Boy Madam, the Fiddles +. "a fhalll call em up? 


Boy. Here, Sir. 
aper. Have you brought my Dancing ſhoes? 


is below under the Seat of the Coach. 


home and fetch em quickly, or I'll cut off both your Ears, 
and have em faſten d to the Heels of thoſe I have on. 


: I ſhould not have 
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Boy. No, Sir, you gave me no order: But your Fiddle- 
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TF Tar It isan — fault, Sir, that your Buy 
| ſhould forget your Danciag-ſhoes 
Caper. Ay, hang bim, Blockbead, be has no ſenſe; 1 
muſt get rid of him as Toon as I can: I would no more 
dance in a pair of ſhoes that we commonly wear, than I 
. would ride a Race in a pair of Gambado':, 
| L. Seam. Mr. Valentine | hope is a better bred Gen- 
| -tleman, than to leave his Miſtreſs | for Wine. I hear, Sir, 
there is 2 Love between you and Madam Camilla? Theu 
Monſter of Perjury. [To Val. 
ral. Faith, Madam, you are much in the right; there is 
abundance of love on my fide, but I can ad very little 
on bers: If your Lady ſhip would but land my Friend 
upan this occaſion.— thick this is civil. 
1 I. Squeam. Vil ſwear, Sir, you are a molt obliging per- 
Ladies and Gallants, poor Mr. Valentine here is fallen 
n in love, and has defired me to be his Advocate: Who could 
| withſtand that Eye, that Lip, that Shape and Mein; beſides 
* } athouſand Graces in every thing he does? Oh lovely Ca- 
> nila! guard, guard your Heart; but I'll ſwear, if it were 
: my own caſe, I doubt I ſhould not D, ha, ha! 
-. | Tal. Madam? What means all this? 
s | Good Poor Ned Valentine! 
t 


Tum. Tis bur what I told him he muſt look for: bile . 


ſay, there is more yet coming. 


1. ere Nay, this is not half what thou art to ex- 
I' haunt thee worſe than thy ill Genius, take all 


e | opportunities to expoſe thy Folly and Falſhood every where, 3 

— "ll have made thee as ridiculous to cur whole Sex, as i 
F thou art odious to me. | 

| | Ta But has your Ladyſhip no Mercy? Will nothing 

* but my Ruin appeaſe ycu? Why ſhould you chuſe by 

p your Malice to expoſe ire N of eng and lay open 


— ths Heay' n ſake hank . care "of 3 1 
fear be is ;— ward d in his Mind: What pity tis ſo hope- 
ul Gentleman —— SE ha, ha! 
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Mrs. Goed. Dear Madum, — 6 
tine ſo? "Tis enough put him out of humour, and 


1 2 i. 
— $0 „Madam, tis the 


r Let me die, but I 2 1 


baſhful young Lover, and put him out of Count uance, 
at my Hearr. 

Saunt. Ha, ha, ha! and 1) ſwear the Devil and all' 
in her Wit, when ſte ſets on't. Poor Ned Valentine! 
Lord, hew lily he locks! 


Ay. ard would fain be angry it he knew but how, 
. Hark you Coxcomb, I can be angry, very angry, 


Te mark mc? 

Clum. No, but Sir, don't be in a Peſſion: my Lady 
will have ber humour; but ſte's a very good Woman at 
the bottom. 

Val. Very likely, Sir. 


Mrs. Good. Now, Madam, if your L:dyſhip thinks fir, [| 
we'll withdraw and leave the Gentlemen to themſclvesa | 
little; only Mr. Cater and Mr. Saunter muſt do us the » 


honour of their Company. 


Saun. Say you fo, Madam? faith and you ſhall have | 


it. Come Caper, we are the Men fer the Ladies, I ſee 
that. Hey Boys! | 
L. Squsam. Oh dear! and ſweet Mr. Saumter ſhall ob- 


us with a Song. 
San. O Madam, ten thouſand, ten thouſand if you 


When Phyllis watcht her harmeleſs Sheep, 
Not one poor Lamb, &c. 
[Ex. Saunter, Caper and Lads. 


Good. A bappy riddance this: Now Gentlemen, for ore 


Bottle to entertain our noble Friend and new Acquaint- 
ance, Sir Noble Clumſey. 

Clams. Really Gallants, I muſt beg your Pardon, I dire 
not driok, for I have but a very weak Brain, Sir, and 
my Head won't bear it. 


Tram. Oh, ſurely that honourable Bulk could never be 


mainci'd ith thin regular Diet and ſmall Bee, 


ſpoil * 


pleaſe: FIl fovear, i believe I could fing all Day and all 
Night, and never be weary. (Sings. F 
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ac. 1 muſt confeſs, Sir, I am fomething plump ;but 
1 lle far is comely ; r 8 
Mal. No, by no means my Dear, thou haſt an heroick 
| Face, which well becomes the noble Port and fulneſi of 
- 2 we have 2 Suit to you: Here is Mals- 
al.'s gone has been ſome time in a Cloud, for thisonce receive 
' | him into good Grace and Favour again. 
\3 Mal. Faith, Goodvile do, for without any more Words, 
W, | | love thee with all my Hear. F. ith and Troth 
„dire me thy Hand. | 
| Good. But Sir ſhould I allow you my Countenance, you 
7 would be very drunk, very rude, and very unmannerly, 
w_ | 
Mal. Drunk, Sir, I ſcorn your Words, I'd have you 
8 know I han't been drunk this Week; no, I am the Son ot 
|} aWhore if | won'c be very ſober : This noble Knight ſhall 
5T | heſecurity for my go d B:haviour. Wile thou not, Knight? 
2 dun. Sir, you are a Perſon altogether a Stranger to 
' me; and | have ſworn never to be bound for any Man: 
— Fan Oh but Sir Noble, you are oblig'd in Honour to 
ſerve a Gentleman and your Friend. | | 
9 dum Say you ſo, Sir? oblig'd in Honour? am ſatisfy d. 
gr, this Gentleman is my Friend and Acquaintance, and 
I whatſoever he ſays I'll Rand to. 
1 Mal. Hark thee Son of Mars, thou art a Knight alrea - 
os. | dy, Ell marry thee to a Lady of my Acquaintance, and 
10 Gentlemen, Sir Noble s Lady's Health. | 
„e | wm. Od's my Life, III drink that tho? I die for t. Gal- 
> { lants, I havea Lady in this Head of mine, and that 
"= full find anon. By my Troth, 1 think this be a Glaſs of 
Wine? 
Fal. Say you ſo? Take the cther Glaſs then, Sir Noble. 
eum *Fore George, and fo I will. Pox ont, let it be 
a Brimmer: Gentlemen, God fave the King. 
Mal. Well faid my lovely Man of Might: His Worſhip 
Tram. Sir Noble, you are a great Acquaintance with 
Mr, Caper and Mr, Sauter; . 2 


- 
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ou, Sir, a good Eftate ? od's heart; 
s Hheve two thouſands Pounds a Year, 
? Boy, bring more Wine; Wine in 


word's a Law, and it ſhall be 


1 Madam Goodvite, if any miſchict comes on't, tis your 
F own fault, not mine. I did not ſtrike fit ſt, and there's 
= Ter. Sir, the Fiddles are ready, and the Ladies deſire 
Pour Company. Mr. Traman, my Lady wants ycu. 
Tram. Say'ft thou ſo? I thank thee tor thy News with 
and there is no reſiſting. | 


ſhe wants your Company to eance. 


gr. erg r 


all my Het. The Devil 1 ſee will get the better ond. 


© Tee. Sir Noble, my Lady Squeamiſh ſent me to tell you, 
Cum. Tell her, I am buſie about a grand Aﬀair.of the | 
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indeed! but theſe Women will be always putting 

den more than we can do —oy, give me more Wine. 
God. Malagene, remember, and uſe Expedition. 

| Ex. Good. Trum. Val. Letrice. 


; Clam. Sirrah, do you know me? I am a Knight: And 
here's a Health to all the Whores in Chriſtendom. 


Mal. Not forgetting all the Ladies within, Now we 


| are alone I may talk. Drinks. 


un. So, there's for you. do you ſee? | Breaks à Glaſs, 
geh, don't you look fcurvily; I have Mony in my Pocks 


ct. you muſt know that. —— Bring us more Wine. 


Malagene, thou art a pretty Fellow; doſt thou love me? 
Give me thy Hand: 1 will ſalute thy under Lip, Staggers. 
Mal. Ha, what's the meaning ot this? I doubt 1 Qual 


| moſt be drunk as ſoon as the Knight. Sir Noble, cauſt 
| thou whore? 


Cum. How, whore! what a Jieſtion's there? Thou 
ſult be my Pimp, and l' prefer chee. 


| "Mal. What a Rafcal this Kigut is? I have known as 


worthy a Perſon as himſelf a Pimp, and one that thought 

it uo Blemiſh to his Honour n-ither. f 
Enter Lady £quezm. ih at the Door. 

Clam. Hah, my Lady Coulin?——taih, Midam, you 


| ſel am art i-. 


Mal. The Devil's in i-, 1 think; we could no ſoorer 
talk of Whores, but ſhe muſt come in, with a Pox to 
ger. Madam, your Ladyihip's mo't bumble Servint. 
L. Squeam. Oh, odicus! i ſuficravle! who would have 
ought, Couſin, you would have {ery'4 me f.-—tough, 
bw be ſtinks of Wine, I cn tmell him hither. Ao 

you the patience to heir the noite of Fidilcs, and 
tag time in naſty D:inkn, ? 
. Hum! tis a good Creature: Lovely Lie y, tho 
48 thy Glaſs. a , 8 
Squeam, Uh gud; mu ther! 1 nad rather you had 
offered me a Toad. $2 , 
Clam, Then Valentine, here's 4 Flenbh ro my Lady. 
| | Drmls and breaks the Glaſs, 
L. Squeams. Lord, Dear M.. Blalagtne, Whats tliar ? 

Mal, A certain place Madam, in Gre, much takt of 

bythe Ancients; the noble Gentleman is well reg. 
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L. Squeam. Nay he 15 nine Perion 11 aſſure you. 
Clum. Now Lady Bright t am wholly thy Slave: Give 

me thy Hand, I'll go ſtia.t and legen my Grand mother's | 

kiſſing Dance; bui fiiſt deign me ile priva.e honour of 
thy Lip. | | | 

L. Squeam. Nay, fie Sir Noble! how I hate you now! 
for ſhame be wor fo rude: I'li ſwear you are quite ſpriled, | 

Get you gone, you good-natur'd Toad you. [ Exeunt, | 


— 


A Cr m. SCENE I. 
Enter Goodvile a little beated. 


Good. HAT adzmn'd Chicken-brain'd Fellow am 

I grown ? If | but dip my Bill 1 am giddy, 
Now am [| as hot-headed with my bare two Bottles, 282 | ® 
drunken Prentice on a Holyday. Truman marries Victoria, 1 P 
that's rc{ulvd on; and ſo one Care is over. But then C. * 
mia! how I ſhall get Poſſeſſion of her. — Weil, my . 
Mird miſyives me, I fall do ſomething may call my 15 
Ditcrcrion in queſtion, and yet I can't avoid it. Camilla 
I do love zu muſt have her, come what will on't: And 
0 time { fit to begin the Enterprize as this; ſhe may I 
make a good Wife tor Valentine for all that. I 


Enter Truman and Valentine. Muſick, bet 
Fie, Gentlemen, without the Ladies! Did you quit * 
Champaign for this? Faich I begin to deſpair of you, gud 4 
doubt you are grown as weak Loyers as Drinkers, = 
Trum Geoodutte theu haſt no Conſcience: A decayd | F 
Cavalier Captain that drinks Journey-work under a Depu - | 
ty-Lieutenant in the Country is not able to Keep thee | 
Company. Two Bottles, as I take it, is no ſuch trifing | 1 
Matter. | | 
Good, Oh but I hate to be baulk'd, and a Friend that | 7 
leaves me at two Bottles, is as unkind as a Miſtreſs that a 
Juts me when [| thought I had mae ture oj the Buſi.cls 1 
But G lante. how lard the \fia rs of Love? Truman, 1 
Pictoria kind? I queſflion not your r riendſſup iu the Mat- ty 


tor, but truſt tae ciendur of my k amn, => you a * 
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1 a Str „ vr, c te nes wondrous Cie 
Ms But | am 8 it he be debind with kim in 
of WKindne's ng | | 4/ide. 


Tam. ox ot, I am afraid this Marriage will never 
_ me; methinks the ver» Vhoughr "on' goes a 
little agai: ſt mv Storach: Like a your'g 1 hiet, thongh | 
We fome itching to be at it, yer 1 am loth to ven ure 
hat may follow. 

Good, Well, II go in and berter prepare IIckoria; in 
de mean time believe it only my Aubition to be as well 
d in Blood, 2s Ertendſhip, to fo good and generous a 

fFerſon as Tr 19247. D Exit. 
Dum What a damn'd Creature Man 11 Falentine, digit 
tou believe this Fellow could be 2 Villain? 
1 val. | muſt confeſs, it ſomething ſurprizes mee be 
-* nigtt have found ou: a fitter Perſon to put his Vikreſ 


= upon, than his Frieud: But ho the Devi * you che 
oa Knowledge of it? 

w Trum. Faith l' tell thee; for I think lem no way ob. 

_ ligd to conceal it his Wit, even his very Wite told 


og val. beg! to ſuſoect that Mrs Geodvile has no ill O. 
| pinion of you; 1 obſerv'd ſomething but now very ob- 


nay | p 

| lging towards pow: Belides, when. a Woman begins to 
betray her Hub aiid's Secrets, ig 2 certain fipn ſhe has a 

quit Mind tro communucatc very important ones of her own. 

and Tram. Valeniize, non _ ot that; though it would be 
— 2 to make: Cackold of this 1. ang Rog ve. 

y'd 'Tis firy times better than cutting bis Throat: chat 

pu- wwe do iim more Honour than be delerves. 

thee Enter Malagene. 

ling | Mal. Ha, ha, hi, the rareſt Sport Fack Truman, 
Ned Valentine. 

that Trum. Why, _ s the Matter? Where? 

that 1 Mal. Yonder*'s my Rogue of 3 Knight, as drunk as a 


4 Porter ; and faich Fuck lam but little better. 
«is | Aal. Dear Sir, and what of all this? | 
Mat- Mal. Why with 2 Bottle usder his Arm, and a Beer 
kj dals in his Hand. | {et him full drive at my Lady Squea 


Val. | * 2 miſh, * 
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miſh; tor nothing elſe but to make miſchief, Ned— ng, Þ * 
th.vg elſe in the World; for every Body knows l am the | + 


worft-natur'd Fellaw breathing: Tis my Way of Wir 
Val, Do you love no Body . th dd. 
Mal, No not I: Yes, a Pox on't I love you well 

enough, becauſe ye are a Rogue I have known a 

* While, Though ſhould I take the leaſt Prejudice againſt 

you, I could not afford you a good Word behind your 

Back for my Heart. 

Tum. Sir, we are much obliz'd to you: is a fign the 
Rogue is drunk that he ſpeaks Truth, [| 
Mal. | tell you what I did other Dey: Faith tis as 
good a Jeſt as ever yuu heard, 

al. Pray, Sir, do. 


Mal. Why walking alorc, 2 lame Fellow follow'd me 


and ack d my Charity, (vehuch by the way was a pretty 
Proj oition to me.) Being in one of my Wi:ty merry 
Fits, I ask d him how long he had been in that Couditt- 
on? The poor Fellow ſhook fis Head, and told me be was 
born fr, ——-—ut how d ye think I iry'd him? 
Val. Nay, the Devil knows, | 
Mal. | thow'd my Parts, | thick; tor I tripp'd up beth 


his Wooden Legs, and walk deff graycly about my Bu- | ,: 


nneſs. 

Trum. And this you fay is your way of Wr: ? 

Mal. Ay altogether, this and Mimickry: | am a very 
good Mimick; I can act Punchinellbo, Scaramoucnio, Harlt- = 
quan. Prince Prettyman, or any thing. I can act che rum» 
bling of 2 Wheel barzow. : | 

Val. The rumbling of a Wher|-barrow ! 

Aa“. Ay, the rumbling of a Whee! barrow, fo 1 fax 
Nay, more than that, I can act a Sow and Pigs, Sauſages 
a broiling, a Shoulder of Mutton a roatting: 1 can act a 
F y in a Honey-pot. | | 

Dum. Taat iudeed muſt be the Effect of very curious 
Obicrvation. os 

Mal. No, harg it, | never make it my Bufineſs to of- 
ſerve any thing, that is Mechauick. Bur all this I de, you 
ſhall fee me it you will: But here comes her Ladyinp 
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®* Enter Lady Squeamiſh and Sir Noble Clumſey. 


Lan. Oh, dear Mr. Truman reſcue me. Nay, Sir 


Noble, for klezvw ns fke. 
Cum. I tell thee Lady, I muſt embrace thy lovely Body. 
fir, co you know me! I am Sir Noble Clumſey: I am a 
| Rogue of an Eſtate and I live Do you want any 
Mony? I have fitty Pounds. 
Val. Nay good Sir Noble, none of your Generoſity we 
 beſeech you. The Lady, the Lady, Sir Noble | 
| Clum, Nay, tis all cne to me if you won't take it, 


| os it in. Hang Mony, my Father was an Alder- 


Mal. Tie pity good Guineas ſhould be ſpoil'd : Sir Noble, 


| by your lrave. | Picks em up. 


Cum But, Sir, you will not keep my Mony? 

Mal. Oh, hang Mony, Sir, your Fatier was an Alder- 
man, 
| Clum. Well, get thee gone for an Arch-Wag—1I do 
bur ſham all this woe, Bur by Dad be's pure Com- 
ny, 

Tum. Was there cver ſuch a Blocknead! Now has he 
teverchelets a mighty Opinion of bimſelf, and thinks all 


tis Wit and pretty il-onrle, 


Cum. Lady, once more I ſay be civil, and come kiſs 
me; I ſhall raviſh elic, | hall ravith mightily. 

Val, Well done, Sir Noble, to her, never spare. 

L Squeame. I may be even with you though tor all this, 
Mr. Valentine Nay, deer Sir Nele vir. Traman, I' twear 
ell put me into Firs. 

Cum, No, but e me ſalute the Hem of thy Garment, 
Ihr thou marry me ? | Roee's, 
Mal. Faith Metarn do, let me make the Match. 

L. Sgueam. Le: me die, Mr, Maiagene, you are a ſtrange 

„ and |} (wear he a great deal of Wit. Lora, why 

t you Write? 

Mal. Write? I thank your Lad; fhip for that with all 
ly Heart, No, I have à Finger in a Lampoon or {6 
imetimes, that's all. 
Dum. But he can act. 
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L. Squeam. l' ſwear and ſo he does but t than 
one upon our The-rr-s; I have ſeen him. Oh te Englifh 
Comedians are nothing, not c mparable to the Fe > or 
Italian: Beſides we wart Poets. 


Clum. Poets! why 1 am a Poet. I have written three 


Acts of a Play, and have nam'd it already. fis to be z 
Tragedy. 5 


L. Sgqucam. Oh Couſin, if you underteke to write 4 


Tragedy. teke my Counſel: Be fure to lay ſoft melting 


render things in it that may be moving, and make your | 


Lady's Characters virtuous whate'cr you do 
Clam, Moving? Why, I can never read it my ſelf by: 
it makes me laugh: well, tis the pretty ſt Plot aud 40 ful 
of Waggery. 
L. Squeam. Oh ridiculous! | | | 
Mal. But, Knight, the Title; Knight, the Title. 
Clum. Why let me fee; tis to be call'd, The m 


Conce:ts of Love; or, The Life and Death of the Empe. 


ror Charles the Fifth, with the Humours of his Dog By. 
badillo. | | 
Mal. Ha, ha, ha. 
Ful. But Sir Noble, this fourds more like a Comedy. 
Cum. Oh, but I have reſulved it ſhall be a Tragedy; 
becauſe Bobaailio's to be kill'd in the Play. Comedy! no, 
I fcorn to write Comedy. I knovy ſcveral that can ſquin 
Comedy.— II tell you more of this when I am ſober. 
L. Squeam. But dear Mr. Malagene won't you let us ſee 
you act a little ſumethir g of Harlequin? III fr you do 
it ſo naturally it makes me think 1 am at the Louvre or 
Whitehall all the time. | Mal. a&s] Oh Lord, dus, fon't 


neither: l' ſwear you'll make we burſt. Was there er 


any thing ſo pleaſaut? 

Trum. Was ever any thing ſo affected and ridiculou. 
Her whole Life ſurel) is a continued Scene of Impcit!- 
nence. What a damn'd Creature is a decay'd Woman 
with all the exquiſite Sine ſs and Vanity of her Sex; ye 
none of the Charm f *!:1agene ſpeaks in Punchinells's Vai. 

L. Squeam. O Ld, that, that; that is a Pleaſure into- 
Jerable. Well, let me die if I can hold out any longer- 
Pray Mr Malagene, how long have you been in love with 
Mrs Tawdry the Actreſs ? Mal 
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Hooks with Mr. Valentine. In his own Voice aloud. 
L.Squeams. Uh! gud, I always thought Mr. Malagene 
had been better bred than to upbraid me with any ſuch 


baſe thing to my Face, whateyer he might ſay of me be - 


kind my Back: Bur there is no Honour, no Civility in the 
World, that I am f{aristy'd of. | 

al. Can your Lady ſhip take arty thing in from Mr. Ma- 
lagen? 4 Woman ould bear with the unlucky Jerks of 
bir Cuffoon or & axcomb, 2s well as with the ill Manners 
of ber Mo: key fometimes: The Fools and Raſcals your 
Sex deligh's ; 4 ought to have the Privilege ot ſaying, as 
well as they ! have of doigg, any thing. 

L Squears, Which you den of Wit (25 you think your 
ſelves!) are very angry you thou! be devarr'd of: Lord. 
what pity cis your good Parts und be your Misfortune., 

Val. Ay Madam, I feel the Curie of it: ! who hid jauſt 
denle enough fo fall in lore with fo muck Beaury and 
Merir, yet could not be able to Keep che Paradiſe I was 
þ happily poll: ot. 

L. Squear, This Malice and V-12ture hall not ferve 
your turn, [ ſhall know ail your Proceedings and In- 
trigues wi h Cami a, and be reveng'd cn your Love to 
ber, for all the Affronts and Is juries you have dene to 
mine. 

Enter Caper and Szunter. 

Caper. Oh dear dam, we are utterly undone for 
wanc of your Laiyſhip's company VN yow. Madam Good- 
Wie is coming with : ie Piddles to wait on you here. 

Cut bach ward. 

Clum. Sir, are you a Dancing Maſter? you are very 

uimble methinks. | 


Caper. Ay Sir, 1 hate to ſtand ſtil. But Sir Noble, 1 


bought you hat known me, I doubt von may be a little 
over-taken; Faith, dear Heat, I am glad to ſee thee fo 
merry, | 

um. Yes, I do love denlv to be drunk oncea Year 
Fo. "lis good for bed Health, Bat do you never 


drink : | 
M 4 Caper + 
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Caper. No, Sir Noble, that is not my Province yay | iitiw 
know: I mind dancing altogether. for ere 
Clum. Nor you? can't you drink, hah ? | Tw 
Saum. No. I make Love and ſing to Ladies. lght, 
Clum. Whores to my Knowledge, errant rank common | 
Whores. A Pox on your Woman of Quality that you 
crrry'd me to in the Mall. | 
Trum. Why, what was the matter, Sir Noble? 

Cum. By yea and by nay. a foul over-grown Strum 

pet, with a running Bawd initead of a Waiting-woman, x 
great ceal of Paint, yaricty of old Cloaths, aud nothing 
do Ear, 

L. Squezr Oh dear, let me die it that was not ext. 
vagantly pleatant. | 

Trum. | believe Sir Neble is much in the right; for! 
never came near theſe piddy intriguing Bloc kkeads, but 

they were talking of Love and Ladies; nor ever met 
with a hackney ſtiipping Whore that did not know 'em. 

Caper. Ned Valentine, I have a Kindneſs to beg of you, 

Val. Sir, you may command me any thing. 

Caper, Why, you muſt know I am in Love with Ce 
milla. 

Fal. Ve y good. 

Caper. Now | would have you ſpeak to Frank Good- 
wile not to make love to her as he does, i faith I cant 
bear it; for to tell you the Truth on't, 1 intend to marry 

„ ler; I carch'd him at it but now: Faith it made my. 
Heart ake, never ſtir if it did not. 

Val. Introth, Sir, tis very uncivil: Traman, this Goode | 

vile has a mind to oblige us both; he's providing a Wite 

tur me too as faſt as he can. Camilla s his Quarrey now 


i underſland, and by that time he has plaid as fair a Game 10 
with her as he has done with your Miſtreis Victoria, | * 


may ſtand fair to put in for the Rubbers. 1 
Trum. Valentine, thou art upon too ſure Grounds for * 
him there; Camilla has both too much Wit and Virtue, . 


and each with as little Affectation as the other. w 
Val. Fack, after this I cannot but be very free with 8 


you. | know there is ſome Love hatching between you 
aud his Wile: Both our Revenge lies iv thy Hands, 


= 
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you 


: ion doſt not thy {elf and me Juſtice, Il diſown thee 


nin. See where be comes, with a Heart as gay and 


| It, as if there were nothing but Honeſty in it. 


Enter Goodvile ſinging. 
When Beauty can't move, and our Paſſions grow cold, 


im fill keeps its Charms, and we drink when we're old. 


God, —— Fack Truman, yonder have I and Vicioria 
been laughing at thee till we were Weary. She ſwears 
thou art ſo very modeſt, ſhe would not for all the world 
marry thee for fear of ſpoiling that Virtue, 

Dam. Nay, then 1 doubt I have loſt her for ever; for 


if he complains of my Modeſty, ſhe has found a Fault 


which | never thought I had been guilty of before. 
Grod, But that is a quality which though they hate ne- 
ir ſo much in a Gallant, they are apt for many Reaſons 


i value in a Husband Fear not, Diſſimulat ion is the na- 


un Adjunct of their Sex; and 1 would no more deſpair 
of a Woman, though ſhe ſwore ſhe hated me, than I 
would believe her tho” ſhe ſwore ſhe lov'd me. 
Enter Lady Squeamiſh, and the reſb of the Company, 
with the Fiddles. 
L. Sgueam. Oh a Country Dance, a Country Dance! 


I ir. Caper, where are you? you ſhall dance with Madam 


milla. Mr. Saunter wait on Vidoria. Mr. Gccdvile your 
humble Servant. Dear Mr. Truman won't you oblige me? 


dam Gocd vile ha. ha, ha: I'll ſwear I had ut- 
Jah forgotten Mr. Valentine. 


Fal. Your Lady ſhip knows me to be 2 civil Perſon, if 


| ov pleaſe, II keep good Orders. All rake out the Women. 
{ Mal. Faith New do, and 1] keep the Mubck in ture: 


Way with it ; Mu plays ] Bold, hel- what infuf- 


krable Raſcals are theſe? why ye ſcurvy thraſhing ſcrap- 


ng Mongre!:, ye make a worte noiſe than crampt Hedg- 
logs. An old pouty Dancing- Maſter that teaches to dance 


wil his SpeCtacles on, makes better Mutick on his crack'd 
* 
| Eatleman linge f by 


'Sdeath ye Dogs can't you play new as 2 


M x5 = Good, 
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Good. Sir, will you never leaye this nauſeous Humom 
of yours? I can never be with you but I muſt be forcd 
to uſe you ill, or indure the perpetual Torment of your | 
Impertinence. 

Mal. Well Sir, 1 ha' done Sir, I ha' done: But tis 
hard a Man can't be permitted to ſhew his Ports. *$death 
Fraul, dot thou think thou under ſtand'ſt Muſick ? | 

Good. Sir, I unde tand ir fo well, that I won't haveir | 
interrupted in my Company by you. | | 

Mal. I am gl d on't with all my Heart; I neverthought | ty 
you had underftood any thing betore.——1I think there! I fir 
ws prerty even with you. | 

Good. Siucinels and Ill mantiers are ſo much your Pro. lic 
vince, that nothing but kicking is fit for you. | 0 

Mal. Sir. you may ute your Pleaſure; but I care no 
more tor being k'ckr, than you do for kicking. But pri- 
thee Frank why fhouti you be out of humour fo? The 
Devil t ke me, if 1 all not give thee ſuch a Jerk pre 


en will make thee angry i ceed, 
1 «4 *.'4 a — [ . 
. $9032412. u, Ar. 0 ile, how Can you he o 
Ikrawd? C1 twear br. Malagene is in the right, 
eit People have no Manners in the leaft. play not ac all 
to danci g Fat Ivo ue himielf nags a Tune extream f 
retti! [ 
Goo. Death, Hell and t 


the Devil, how am I rean'd? 114 
hail have no opportunity to prrive my Buſiaeſs with Ca 
milla: 1 mult remove this troubletlom Coxcumb, and thar | | 
periiaps may put a Sp at leaſt to her Impertinence. | 
L. Sau am. Mi. Truman, Mr. Goo.wie, and Ladies, 1 
beſcech youu do me the Favour ty heat Mr. Malagene ling 
a Scotch Song: III iwear I am a range Ad mirer of 
Scotch Songs, they are the pretty felt melting gentle 
harmicls 1 n R? — 
aun. By Lad, and io they ate. — n January la. 
| Sings. 
Val. Deliver u! A Scotch Song! I hate it worie than 
a Scotch Bay pipe Witch even the Bears are grown weary 
of, and hive beter Mulick. | with 1 could ice her Lady- 
ſhip dance a Scoſch |igg to one of em. 1 Pap 


a+ 
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obliging me. 
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"Mal. | mult needs beg your L1iyſhip's Pardon, I have 
cen the laſt new Scorch Song: But if you picaſe, PILL 
you with one of another Nature, which I am 

to believe will be as plcaſant. 
L.Squeam. Let me die, Mr. Malagene, you are eternally 


Malagene {ings an Iriſh Cronon. 

Mal. Well. Madam. how like you it Madam, bah? 

L. Squeam. Really it is very pretty NOW ——the pret- 
ty lt odd out of the way Notes. Don't you admire it 
tran; Sely? | 

Mal, 'I aſſure your Lauft ip! learnt it of an Iriſh Mu- 
ſician that's lately come over, and intend to pretent it to 
m Author of = 1 to put it in his next Play. 

L. Saue am. Ha, ha, Mr. Valentine | would hne you learn 
it for a Serenade to your Miſtrets ha, ha, ha. 

Val. My Page, Madam, is dec ble, and hasa pretty 
Voice, he ſhail learn ir it you pleaſe ; and if your Lady hip 


L. Sanucanm. Al Lora, * it, Wit, Wit, as F live! Come 
let's dance. | 

Trum. Valentine, thou art ſomething too rongh; I ama» 
fraid her Lady ſhip will be reveng'd; | fee lch; ef in her 
Eyes: tis later provoking a Laucaſbie Wirch, than an on 
Miſtreſs; an! fe 25s violent in her Malice $00, | 

Good. Malagene, a word with you—--hark ye, came 
hither, | [Goes to the Door. 

Mal. Well Frank, whats the buſineſs now? 1 am cicar- 
ly tor Miſchief: tha!l I break the Fiadles, aud turn the 
Raſcals our of Doors? 

Good. No, Sir; but l' be fo civil to turn you out ot 
doors. Nay, Sir, no ſtrugli ing { have Foormen wi: hin, 

Mal. Whoo, prit thee | W.at's all this for? What a pox, 
| know my Lady welle noug's for 2 fly affected fancaſti- 
cal Gipſy: I did all this bus o' purpole to thew her 
Let me alone, i'I] abuts Ker worte. 

Ge No, Sir, but Til take more care of your Reputa- 
tion, and turn you out to len better Nannets. No Re · 
ſiſt ince as you teuder your Ears; but be gone. [Exit Vial, 

So, hes gone, aud now 1 hope | may have _ 

| h Bayt - 
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” . kerle time to my ſelf. — Fiddles ftrike up. [1 W 


Trum. Thus, Madam, treely enjoy all the Pleaſures 
of a ſingle Lite, and * ſelf ot = wretched for. 
mal Auſterity which commonly attends a married one. 

Mrs. Giod. Who would not hate to be one of thoſe 
ſimp'riag Saints that enter into Marriage as they would 


o into à Nunnery, where they keep very ſtrict to their 


Devotion for a while, but at laſt turn as errant Sinner: 
as e er they were. | 

Trum. Marriages indeed ſhould be repair d to as com- 
monly Nunneries ar”, for handſom Retreats and Conve- 
nience*, not for Prilone, where thoſe that cannot live 
without em may be fate, yet ſometimes venture too 2. 
broad a little. 

Mrs. Good. But rever Sir without a Lady Abbeſs or a 
Con fe ſſor at leaſt. | 


Tram. Might I, Madam, have the Honour to be your 
Confeflor, I thou:d be very indulgent and laviſh ot Abſo- 


lution to ſo pretty a Sinner, 
Mrs. Good. Ste, Mr. Goodvile and Madam Canis I be. 
live are ar Shriit zIrcid y, 
Tram. and poor Ned alertine looks as penſively as if 
all rke Sins of the Con pa: y were his own. 
Mrs. Geod. ce II. C. pr, your Miſtrets, 
_ Caper. Ha Camilla! dir your Servant, may l have the 


Aomnour to lead this Lady a Couraiite ? 


Good. No Sir. Death! u & y | have Fools that reſt and 


ha:bour in my Huule, and they are a vw orie Pigue than 


Bugys ani Mothes: Shall I never be quiet? 


V al. Sir Nebte, Sir Noble, have a Care of your Miſtreſs! 


do you lee here? 
Clum. (lum ba— vhere? t The aud riſes. 


Saun. Nay, faith Madam, Har) Caper's as pretty à Fe- 


low | Tis the wittieſt Ropuc: He aud I lauga at all the 
Town. Hr, I. marry ler. | 
Claim larry Sir! whom will yuu marry. Sir? you he. 
Sweet Heart come alung with me, Ui Mary thee my dell 
eie tly. | 
hut. You, Sir Noble {-—what che mean? [She ſqueaks. 
Clum, Mcan! hondurably, hunguiably, I win * - 
. 
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we, Theſe are Rogues my Dear, arrant Come "WY 
[ Ex. Sir and v. 


Cap» Sauter. | 
San. Ay Caper, ba! Let us follow this drunken Knight. 
Cap. 1 faith, and fo I will —— 1 don't value him this! 


Cutts. | Ex. Cap. and Saunt. 


L. Squeam. Ha, ha, ha! Well, I' ſwear my Couſin 


| gir Noble is a ſtrange pleaſant Creature. Dear Madam, let 


us follow and fee the ſport. Mr. Truman, will you walk? 
Oh dear, tis violent hot [Exennt. 
Val I'll withdraw too, and at ſome diſtance obſerve 

kow matters are carried between Gocdvile and Camilla. 
[ Exit 


; Good, Are you then, Madam, reſoly'd to ruin me? why 
J ſhould all that ſigck of Beauty be thrown away on one 


that can never be able to deſerve the Gleanings of it? I 


Cam. Aud all the Sex beſides. That ever any Man 
| ſhould rake fuch Pains to forſwear himſelf to ne purpoſe? 


Good. Nay, then there's hopes yet: if you pretend to 
deubt the truth of my Love, tis a fign you have ſome 


 Inclinations at leaſt chat are my Friends. 


Cam. This Goodvile | fee is one of theſe ſpruce poliſht 


bels, who have fo g cod an Opinion of themſelves, that 
they think no Woman can refit em, nor Man of better 


knle celpiſe em. Ill ſeem at preſent to comply, and 
t7 bow tar till pals upon him. 
Good, Well Madam, have you conſider'd on't? Will che 


Lene in your Heart give Way. 
| Cam. No, Sir, tis tull as fi m 2nd bard as ever twae. 


Good. Aid I may the go hang or drown, or do what 
will with my el? tab? | 
Cam. At your own {):tcretion Sir, though I ſhould be 


= - lee ſo proper a handſom Gentleman come to an 
lend, 


| Grad. Good charitable Creatuie / But Madam, know 1 
en be reveng d on you tor this; and my Revenge ſhall 
be 19 love yeu fill; glcat on aud lei] atter you where» 

kerl ſee you; in i] publick meeting: haunt and vex 


ku; write lamentable Sonnets on you, avs to plair, that 


ery Fop that fings em ſhall know dis you T meats, | 
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> Cams So Sir, this is ſomething: Cou d not you as well | 


3 o 
due told me you had been very ill - natur d at firſt? you 
dd not know bow far it might have wrought upon me: 
= beſides, dis a thouſand times better than vowing and bow. | 
_ ing, and making a deal of Love and Noiſe, and all to ß 
| * little purpoſe as any thing you ſay elſe. 2 
RY Good. Right exquifre Tyrant! Vil ſet a Watch and 
. Guard fo ſtrict upon you you ſhall not entertain a well. | 
dreſs d Fool in private, but Fil know it; then in a lewd 
Lampoon pu liſh it ro the Town; till you ſhall repent 
and curſe the hour you ever ſaw me | 
Cam. Ah would I c uld, ill-natu d crael Man! | 
Good. la how's tha? am [then niitaken? and have 
I wrong'd youu all chis while? | ask ten thouſind Pardons; 
curſt damu'd Sor that I was! I have ruin'd my felf now 
for ever. | | t 
Cam. Well Sir, ſould I now forgive you all, could you 
conſent to Wong yur Lady ſo tar? you have not yet deen 
married a full Year: Ho v mult | the tuipeR your Love h 
to me, that can ts {von forget your Faith to her? h 
Good. Oh Madam, what do you do? The name of 4 b 
Wite to a Man in Love is worie than cold Water in 2 
Fever: Tis enough ro ſtrike the Diftemper to my Her | mw 
and kill me quue: y Lady quoth a! | - 
Cam. Belide:, Valentine you know is your Friend. | nm 
fa 
* 
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Good. I grint it, he is ſo; A Friend is a thing ! love to 
eat and drink and augh withaul: Ny more, I wceuld on 
a good Occitiontofe mn) Lite tr my Friend; but not m) 


| Pleaſure, Say where and win it ſhall be? 2o 

* Cam. Never, I dare no. go 
By Good. You muit by dh when tis a little darker, in | 
| the leit-hand Walk in the | weſt Garden. 18 
Cam. I won't promiſe you, can't you truſt my good | to 

nature ? and 


Good. Charming Creature! I do: Now if l can but me 
make up the March berween Truman and Victoria, my] 
hopes are compleated. 1 
Cam. Haſte! hafte! away Sir, I fee Valentine coming. 
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Enter Valentine. , * % 3 
Fal. Madam you are extreamly merry; I am glad Mr. 
Gudvile has left you in fo good a humour. i 
Cam. Ay Sir, and what may pleaſe you more, he is 10 
parted hence in as good a humour as he bas left me here. #1} 
[ Enter Lady Squeamiſh, Bridget at the Door. K 
L. Saueam. Valentine and Camilla alone together? Now ” 
for an Opportunity to be reveng'd! ah how love Malice ! < 
yal. Ungratefull'ſt of Women! 


Cam Fooliſneſt of Men! Car you be fo very filly to bs 


'% 
- 2 * 


way "> 


jealous? lor I find you are fo: What have you ever obs a] 


jerv'd dince firſt your Knowledpe of me that might pe- 
ſwade vou I ſhould ever grow tond of a Man, as notori- 
oully talſe to all Women, as you are unworthy of me 

L Squear». Has Va/entme been falſe to her too? Nay, 
then there is forme Pleaſure left yet, ro think 1 am 
not the only VVoman that has {ufter'd by his Baſeneſs. Ada. 

Val. What then, Ii warrant you were alone together 
half an hour enly ter a little harmeleſs Raillery or fo?am 
honour ! cou'd ncver obtain without hard ſuit and hum 
ble ſupplication. | | * 

Cam Alas! how very Politick you are grown! you 
would pretend D.ipleature to try your Power. No 1 
ſhall henceforth think you never had a good Opinion of 
me, but that your Love was at firſt as ill grounded as your 
fantaſtical Jealoufic is now, 

Val. What fprcious Pretence can you urge? (I know a 
Woman can ucver be without one;) come, I am eaſie and 
good-natur'd, wiliog to believe and be deceiv'd >= What, 
nota Wo d? | 
Cam. Though I can hardly de ſcend to ſatisſie your Diſtruſt, 
for wnicn I hardly value you, and almoſt bare you; yet 
to torment you farther, know I did ciſcourfſe with him 
mdot Love too; nay more, granted him an Appoint- 
ment, but one | never meant to keep, and promiſed it 


only to get rid of bim. This is more than I am cblig'dts 
| fil you, but that I wanted ſuch an opportunity as this to 


check your Pretences, which 1 found grew too unruly 
to be lep at a diſtance, : 2 


Val, 


$J Val. Tho' I had ſome Reaſon to be in doubt, 

: 12 true Reſentment and juſt-Proceeding has —— 
Pier Goodvile is a Man | have little reaſon to truſt, as will 
per bereafter, and tas my Knowledge of his Baſcneſs 
mie me run into fo mean a Diſtruſt of you: But forgive 

we this, and when TI fail again diſcard me for ever. 

Cam. Yes: But the next time I ſhall happen to diſcourſe 
with a Gentleman in private, I ſhall have you liſtving at 
= the Door or Fves-dropping under the Window. What, 
diſtruſt your Friend, the | Arn worthy Mr. Good- 
* ie —ſie, how can you be fo ungenercus? 


4 He never made Love but to delude, nor Friendſhip but 
4 for dis ends: Even his own Kioſwoman and Charge, 
E Fidforia, he has long ſince corrupted, and now would put 
1 her on his beſt Friend Truman tor a Wife. | 

4 Cam. I ca not but laugh to think, how eaſily he ſwal. 

Jow'sd the Cheat: He cculu not be more trantported at Poſ- 
ſieſſion, than he was with Expectation, and he went a- 
way inagreater Triumphthan t he had conquer d the Indies. 
* Val. Where did you promiſe him? 

Cam. In the left hand Walk in the lower Garden. 

L. Squearm. So, in the left hand Walk in the lower 
Garden: I heard that. | [ 4ſude. 
But Mr. Valentine you may chance to meet another there: 
Let me die, this is pleaſant. 

Val. And when? 

Cam. Anon, when it begins to grow dark. | 

L. Squeam. Enough, I know the Time and Place; and 
Madam Camilla 1 ſhall make bold to cheat you of your 
Lover to Night. Alas poor incouliderable Creature, am 
this makes me loath be! 

Cam. Now would this News be more welcome toher 
Ladyſhip Madam Squeamiſ than a rew Faſhion, a new 
Dance, or a new Song: tow many Viſits would ſhe 
make on the O-cafion! not a Family in Town would be 
at reſt for her, till ſhe had made it a Jeſt, From the Mo- 
ther of the Maids, to the Attorney's Wite in Holborn, 

Val: But for tome private Reafons | would have i: kept 
from her, and from Madam Goodvite too. There are Ate 
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2 Val. There is not ſuch another Hypocrite in the World: 
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n to be 'd on to Night, which the le:ſt Accident 
ge — defies I have thoue ht upon't, and 
will ſo contrive the matter, that Gosdvile ſhall keep his 
ion, and ber Ladyſhip her ſeli tupply the place of 
the much expected charming Camilla. 
cam. But would you Sir do me ſuch an Injury as to 
make me break my Word wich Mr. Gooduile? that were 
inhumane. | 
yal. Good Conſcionable Creature have Patience, and 
don't you think of paying Debts too faft ; there's an Account 
between you and 1 which muſt be made even; and 
think I had be? ſecure it, now I have you in my cuſtody. 
} Cam. Ay but Sir, it I part with any thing, I ſhall ex- 
| to have ſomething to ſhew for' t. 
ul. Nay it I don't offer as luſty Security and Condi- 
tions as any Man, let me loſe all 1 lay claim to, that's 
fair. ; | Exenmt. 
L. Squearm. So, are they gone? Now let me bur live 
if this latreague be not extreamly ſurprizing. Bridget go 
home, and fetch me the Morning-Gown l had laſt made in 4 
| Imitation of Carilla's, for perhaps I ſhall go a Maſquer - 
ding to Night, or it may be not, but fetch it nevertheleſs. : 
„id. Madam, won't the other ſerve? you may re- 
member you lett it at my Lady Foplove's t other Night; 
that's nearer. | | | 
L.Squeam. Impertinent Creature! and would'ſt thou 
bare me appear in it twice? Do as I bid you, | fay; and 
dye hear, bring me a Mark with an Amber-Bead, for [ 
ear J may bave Fits to Night. 
Brid, I never knew her without fantaſtical ones I am 
lure, for they colt me many a weary Errand. LE. 
| Enter Victoria. 
L. Saueam. Oh my dear Pictoria the moſt unlookt for 
I ppineſs! the pleaſant'ſt Accident! the ſtrangeſt Diſcove- 
il che very thought ot it were enough to cure Melan- 
© 10 Valentine and Camilla, Camilla and Valentine, ha, 
a. : 
Vice. Dear Madam, what is't ſo tranſports you? 
| |}  E- Squeam. Nay tis too precious to be communicated: 
- | fold me, hold me, or I ſhall die with laughter—ha, ba 
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ha, Camilla and Valentine, Valentine and Camilla- 
ha ha O dear, my Heart's broke. 
Vid. Good Madam refrain your Mirth a li tle. and let 
me know the Story, that I may have a Share in it. 


L. Squeam. An Ailignation! an Allignation ro Night 


in the lower Garden. — By ſtrong good For une I over. 
heard it all juſt now but to think on the pleaſant Con- 
ſequence that wil! happen, drives me into an Exceſs of 
Joy beyond all ſafferance. 


pick. Madam, in all probability tte pleaſant'ſt Conſe. 


quence is like tobe theirs it any Hees, aud cannot guteis 
how it ſhou!d touch your L p in the leatt, 

L. Squeam. Oh Lord, how can you be tn dall? Why, 
at the very hour and place agp inted will I meer FValentut 
in Camille's ſtead, betore ſhe can be there her felt; then 
ben ſhe comes expoſe her Intamy to all the World, till 
I have thoroughly reveng'd my ſeli tor all the baſe ln urits 
ber Lover has done to me. 


Vie. But Madam, can you indure to be fo malicious? | 


L. Saneam. That, that's the der Pleaſhre of the thing; 


for lv] Id ſooner die ten thoufind Deaths, if I thaugtt 


1 ſhould hazard the leaſt Temptation to the Prejudice of 
my Honour. | 


of Danger? Who knows what {curvy lurking Devil may 
ſtand in readineſs and ſeize your Virtue betore you are & 
ware of him? | 


Viet. But why ſhould your Lady ſhip run into the mouth | 


L. Squeam. Temptation? No I'd have you know | feorn | 


Temptation: I durit truſt my felt in a Convent among 
a Kennel of Cramm'd Friers: Beſides that ungrateiul 
ill-bred Fellow Valentine is my mortal Averton: More ad. 


ous to me than foul Weathcr on a May-Day, or il! lmell | 


in a Morning. 
Vid. Nay, now Madam you ate too violent. 
L.Squeam. Too violent! I would not kerp a Waiting: 
woman that ſhould commend any one thing about dum: 
Dear Victoria urge nothing in his behalt, tur it you do, 


you loſe my Friendſhip tor ever; Tho' I fear he Wass 


fine Perſon once, before he was ipcii'd. 2 
ViR. I am ſure your Lady ſhip had the belt Share in b., 


2 
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„ L. Squeam. No, were I inclin'd to entertain Addreſſes, 
' [affure I need not want for Servants: For I ſwear | am 
diet | G6 perplext with Billet Deux every Day, I know not which 
way ta turn my ſelf: Beſi les there is no Fidelity, no Ho- 
ght | qour in Mankind: Oh dear Victoria! whatever you do, 
ver= | never let Love come near your Heart: Tho' really I think 
en- | ye Love is the greateſt Pleaſure in the World, 
+ Ol Vid. Would I had never known Love: My Honour had 
| got then lain at the mercy ot ſo ungratetul a Wretch as 
al } Grodrile, who now has cer: ataly abandon d and forgotten 
ues } me. 
| L. Squeam. Well, certainly l am the maſt unſteady reſt- 
hy, G6 bumourſom Woman breathing: Now am l fo trans- 
ine | portecl at the thoughts oi what 1 have deſign'd, that Lon 
Len fill che hour comes, with more Impatience than—PF 
al J fear 1 know not what to ſay Dear Victoria tenthou- - 
us} find Alieur—Wiſa me good Succeſi-—Yet now I think 
ont IN! Bay a little longer-olil ſwear I muſt not neither 
us? | well! 11 50— No I'M gay Well, I am reſolw'd nei- 
53 F ther to aud fifle oft ſtil—nor lie ſtilnor have one 
git | thought at ret till the Buliueſs be over. — Fl fear 


*& | lama ſtrange Creature. + Ex. L. Squeam. 
n Na. Fare wel Whirligig. | 
_ Enter Goodvile. 


. Good. Victoria here! To meet wich an old Miſtreſs hen 
In is in purſait of a freſh one, is a worſe Omen than 
a Hare in a Journey, [11 Rep aſide this Way till ſhe's 
pad me; fo farewel Fubb. { Makes Months, [Exit Viet. 
»ful | Now for the loycly kind vieiiing Camilla! How I long 
for the happy hour! Swelling burning Breaſts, dying Eyes, 
well | bumy Lips, trembling Joints, millions of Kiſſes and un- 
| {peakablc Joys wait for me. 
| Enter Truman and Valentine. 
Well Gentlemen! Now you have latt the Ladies, I hope 
| there may be room near yuur Hearts for a Bottle or twoe 
do, Tam. Dear Goodvile thou art too pow'rfal to be deny d 
 } any thing, Tis a fine cool Evening, and a ſwift Glaſs 
or twa now were ſeaſonable and retreſhing, to waſh a- 
i | Way the Toil and Fatigue of the Day. 


as 3 Val. 


Val. After a Man has been difturb'd with the publick 
Impertinences and Follies he meets withal abroad. he 
ought to recompence himſelf with à Friend and a Bottle 
in private at Night. 

Good. Spoken like Men that deſerve the Life you en- 
Joy: I'll in before and put all things in reacinels. | 

[Ex. Gondvile, 

Val. This worthy Perſon, for his Honeſtj and Sobrie. 
ty, would have made a very good Drtch Burgomaſter: 
But he is as damnable an Engliſhb Friend and Gentleman 
as one would wiſh to meet witha!. 

Traum. PFalentine, thou art too much concerned at him: 
M-thinks Camilla's Juftice and the pleaſant Cheat ſhe hay 
put upon him, ſhould rather make thee deſpiſe and laugh 
at him as I do. 

Val. Truman, thou indeed haſt reaſon: And when 1 


ſhall know the bappy Succeſs of the Revenge thou haſt 


in ſtore for him, I may do my ſel and him that Juſtice 
as ſcorn bim, but am too angry yet. 

Trum. Then to give thee eafe (for I dare truſt thee) 
know: this very Night I alſo have an Aſſignation with 
bis Wife in the Grotto at the upper End of the Garden, 
oY oppolite Walk to that where he expects to meet Ca- 
mi 

Val. Then I am at reſt: let's in. I have nothing elſe 
to do but take care fo to finiſn him, as that you ſhall ſear 
no Interrup ion: At leaſt he weill be ſo full of his Expecta- 
non of Camilla, that he'l] never dream in what poſture 
his own affairs ſtand in another place. 

Trum. Away then: And may goed Luck attend us: 
Eer yet two Hours are paſt, his Wite's my own, Me- 
thinks already in that ſecure dark private Grotto, 


Cloſe in my Arms, and languiſhing (pe lyes, 
With dying Looks, ſhort Breath, aud wiſhing Eyes; 
And the ſupine dull Cuckoid nothing ſpies. ( Exeunt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I 
SCE N E MNight-Garden. 


Enter Goodvile at one Door, Mrs. Goodvile and Lettice 


following her at the other. 


ms. I think I came off in good time: Hold! now 
for Camila: by Fove I think I am little better 
than drunk, Hah! who's Mon Victoria as I live, nay it 


* muſt be ſhe, as I faid betore. The poor Giplic's jealous; 


has had ſome Intimation ot my Appointment with Ca- 
milla: Vil Hof off, and obferve which way ſhe ſteers. 
Mrs. Good. Lettice, 1 tear that's Mr. Goodwle's Voice; 


| whatever yeu do, it any croſs Accident happens, be ſure 


call me Victoria 
Good. Ay, ay, tis Vitoria! Vigil:nt Devil? but Pit. 
take this way, and waic at che lower End of the Walk. 
Mrs. Good. Letiice look wei. round you that no body ſee 
ws, and then follow me. [ Exennte 
Enter Truman. 
Tram. Thus far ail is well: How I pity poor valentine 


poder is he plying Bumpers as t:ey call em, more fu- 


riouſly than a toreign Miniſter, that comes into England 
wdrink for the Honour of his Country. I have waited 


F kmething long thuugh; who comes here? 


Enter Let ice. 
3 Sir, your Servant Tettice. 
- My li le good-natur'd Agent is't you? Where's 
thy Lady? he's tod cruel to let a poor Lover languith 
here lo long in Expecta ion: It looks as it the rather 


| meant to make a tryal of my Patience, than my Love: 
; ſhe coming? 


Let. Well, I fwear (as my Lady Squeamiſh ſays) you 


ne a ſtrange Creature. Bur I'll go and tell her: Though 


ll voy I urcerly difown having any Hand 11 this Bulinels ; 


| ad it any Il comes of it 'tis none of my Fault. 


Dum. No, no, not in che ait; prithee diſpz! ch. 


| How's this! more Company! who comes there ? 


Enter 
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| | Enter Valentine. 
Fal. 'T': I, Jack Traman; your Friend Valentine, 
Tram. y dear Eaccuriger ol Iniquity! what News? 


Where's -500d7'ile ? | 


Val. N Matter for Goodvile! here comes your Miſtref, 
| Cater Mrs, Goodvie. Valentine retires, 
Trum. Now, now, nov hat ihe Devil ails me? how 
I ſhall quake aud tremble '———iadam, dear Madam, 
where are you? 


Mrs. Good. Mr. Truman, is't your Voice? Lattice, you 


may go in ag in it you will ———— Ex. Lettice. 
Well, Sir, Fli vow Sir, had it not been that I hare to break 
my Word, I would not have ventur'd abroad this cold 
damp Evening for a World. 

Tum. VI! warrant you Madam, whilft you are in my 
Poſſeſſion, no Cold ſhall hurt you: Come, fall we with- 


draw to the Grotto? 
Mrs. Good. Withdraw to the Grotzo? ble me, Sir! 


what do you mean? I'll ſfwerr you make my Heart ake, 
Trum. Oh Madam! 1 have the bet Cue tor the Paſſion 
of rhe Heart in the World. I have rry'd ic Madam, 'tis 
Probatum: Come, come, let's retire. — Do, make a Gs 
ſturbance and ruin your fclt ard me, d 
Mrs. Good. Nay, III fwcar, Sir, you are infuf-rably 


rude; you had beſt make a Noiſe and alzrm my Husband, 


you had, for hang me 1 ſhall cry out. 

Tram. No. no, I'miure you won't com lain before ycu 
are hurt; and Vl! uſe you to gen ly — bark tort 
you hear, there's {umebody coming. 

Mrs Gord. Where, whiers, wee If we are ſeen we 
are undone for ever. Well, III never pive you ſuch an 
Advantage again. 

Team. I'm ture you would not, if I ſnould let flip this, 
Come, come, Delays are dai gero!s, 2nd 1 can endure em 
no lougc r. 

Mrs. Good. Ah Lord you kill ml ———what will be⸗ 
come Of m — Carries her i 

Val. Nay, faith, Madam, your Condition is ſomeching 


deſperate, that's certain. Lis Ale Employment 1 — 
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pe to have here; but it is for the ſake of my Friend and 
my Revenge: And two dencer Arguments there cannot ® 
be to perſwade me to any thing. 


Enter Malagene at ſome D:ſ ance. 
Mal. So, Fact Truman and Madam Goodvile have or- 
dered Matters pretty well, III ſay that for my Kinſwo- 


man, tbe lays about her handſomely. But certainly I hear 
mother Voice this Way: III withdraw once again, there 


may de more Sport yet. 
Val. That ſhould be Gorduile: Fit Rep behind this Tree, 


| and ſee how he and her L2dyiſhip behave themſelves. 
| This is like to be a Night ot as civil Buſineſs, as 1 have 
\ known a great while. 


Enter Goodvile. 
Good. Death, and the Devil]! how that puny Rogue 


Palentine has ſous d me? It I ſhould have overſtay d the 
ume now, and miſs d of my Appointment with Camilla. 


Truman is reel'd home that's certain, and Valentine I be- 
ieve has follow'd him by this time. Camilla, dear, lovely, 


und, cender, melting Camilla, where art thou? 


Enter Lady Squeami(h. | 
L,Squeam. That muſt be Valentine, nay, I am ſure it is 


| te! bow ſneakingly will he look when he ſhall find his 


Miſtake? But I'll take care it poſſible that no ſuch thing 


| fall happen; ſo mine be the Pleaſure, and Camilla's the 
Seardal; UI ruſh by him through the Walk into the Wile 


terneſs, Runs croſs the Walk. 
Good, That muft be ſhe, how fwittly ſhe flew along, 


n if ſhe fear d to be too late, looſely attized and fit for 
ſoys! Now all the Power ot Love and good Fortune di- 


ect me. [ Exiz. 

Val. So, thanks to our Stars, he is ſafe ; though a Pon 
on't, methinks this dry Pimping is but a ſcurvy Employ- 
ment: Had I but a S. ſter or Kintwoman of his to keep 


 Ging withal, there were ſerne Comfort in it but 
dere comes Trumau and the Lady; I mutt not be ſeen, ¶ Ex. 


Enter Truman aud Mrs. Good vile. 
Tum You thall not go: (Come but bick a little. I have 


| ſomething more to tell you that nearl; concerns us both; 


belides, Mr Gooduvite's in the Garden and if he ſhould 


Chance to meet us, what Excuſe could we make to him ? 
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3 Mrs. Good. bur will you promiſe me Viabris ſhall ne: 


TERS 


ver rob me of your Heart? She does not deſerve it 1 
am ſure halt 1 „ell as I. 

Trum. Kind tender hearted Creature, | know it: Nor 
ſha] be ever come fo near it, as to know that I haye 
on: : — las! we talk roo long, Noi. 
I] heat C mpany coming, we ſhall be ſurpriz d, and dif, 

int ea, 175 I am undone. 

Mrs, Good. I'll (wear you make me tremble every Joynt | 
of me What would * have me do? nn 

| Trum. See, ſee, who are yonder. 

| Exennt Truman and Mrs. Goodyile, 

5 Enter Goodvile and Lady Squeamiſn. 

Good. What a Feaſt of Delight have I had! furely ſhe 

was Horn only to make me happy! her natural and unex. 
enced Tenderneſs exceeded practis d Charms — eit 
Pen vely Camilla, oh! my Joys! 

L. Squeam. Ha, ha, ha! | 

Good. How's this? my Lady Squeami/h '——Death and 
the Devil. 

Le Squeam. Truly fweet Mr. Valentine the ſame. Now, 
Sir, I hopc———Ugh gad! Mr. Coodvile | 

They ſtare at each other. 

Good. Have I been mumbling an old Kite all this while, 

inſtead of my young Partridge? 3 Pox of my, depraved 
Palate. hat could diſtinguiſn no better. 
L Squeam. Lord Mr. Gooduile, what ails yu. 
this was aa unexpeRted Adventure; but let me die, it is I Gf 
very pleaſant; ha, ba, ha! | Ine 
Good. A Pox on the Ples ſuree, and you too, I fay. h- 
L Squeam. This malicious Devil Camilla has over-reached Þ up 
me: — Well Mr. Goodvile, you are the worthieſt Per- ' pec 
fon; nad I an only Daughter, I durſt truſt her with F 
you, you are fo very civil. 
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Well, Innocence is the 


greateſi Happiueſs in the World, k 

Good. Right Madam, it is ic, and you know we have } pp 

been very Ianccent zuone no barm in tie World, not We. | wr 

L. Squeam Tie Cenſorious World, if they knew ofthis f Yi 

Acciceur, 1 know would be apt enough to ſpeak Re- 
| proachiully; 


4 4 { 9 8 


e. 
1 
or 
we 
Iſe, 
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_ 
fle, 
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ully; but ſo long as | my ſelf am ſatisfied in the 
— of my Honour, the World is a thing I defy and 
* Very Philoſophically ſpoken :——But, Madam, 
þ long as the World is to be a Stranger to our Happi 
why ſhould we deny our ſelves the ſecond Pleaſure of 


| Congratulation ? 


L Squeams. Alas, alas, Mr. Goodvile, you cannot ſay 
that you have had the leaft Advantage over my Frailty : 
yell, what might have happened, it the ſtrict Severity of 


both our Virtues had not ſecured us? 


Good. This affected Impudence of hers, is beyond all 


| the Impertinence I ever knew her guilty of. — Virtue 


witha Pox! I think I have Reaſon to know her pretty 
well, and the Devil of any Virtue found I about her. 

L. Squears. But dear Sir, let us talk no more of it: 
Though Lam extreamly miſtaken if I faw not Mr. Valen. 
in enter the Gardea h fore me, and am 2s much miſtak- 
eifa Lady was not with him too. ; 

Good, Hell and Con'ufion! that muſt be Viforia: 1 


| thought indeed I (a. her, but being bot-headed, and ap- 
| prebending ſhe came with a malicious Deſign of Diſco. 


8 Vorld but bare known i-. 


LSqueam. Pit ſorear Mr. Goodvile I have lor g fuſpea- 


dm latrigue be ween vou and Madam Victoria, and this 


ilouſie ha: confirm'd me; and I would nut for all 
Ha, ba, hi! | 


| Good. Death Madam! this is beyond all Sufferance 


{won the who'e Sex! may the beſt of 'em be ever ſuſ- 


tilappoint2d, an jilted by Camilla! abuſed by Viderial 
nd with Valentine too, Truman's Friend, who ! thought 
dul have merry'd ber! Same and Infemy light 


| pefted, and che moſt camious always betrays, 


LSqueam. ar Mr.Goodvile >: patient: Let me die 
Jou are enough Fe) frighten Cur V3 [1018 Sex tum ever "Avg 
ag or truſting len again wn—Lc, I wel not be 
por Medam 112714, to gain in Empire. I'll Lvear if you 


| ** nor more Moderate, you'll diſcompoſ: me ſtrangely: 
low my Heart beats! | 85 
Por. I. N 
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= Good Patience! preach i to a galled Lien:=— Na! 
den ſure ſhe is not far off. :nd | will find her; furprine | 
. her in the midſt of her Infamy and Proſtitution 
=” *Sdeath Macam, let me go. 
L.Squeam. | will not part with you, you ill-natur 
 Crenture; you ſhall not go:—T vow, Pll cry a Rape if | 
"© you «offer to ſtir. Oh my Heart, here's Malagey, 
Enter Melagene Singing Frank. Frank, Frank, ge, 
al. Why bow now Frank, what a Pox, out of hy 
mour? Why Madam, what have you done to him; what 
have you done to him, Madam? Lord hom he locke, 
by Frazk 1 fay, prithee bear up. 
Good. Hark you Dog, Fool, Coxcomb, hold that imper. 
_ tinene impudent Tongue of yours, or I'll cut it cut; 
death you Buffoon I will. 
Mal. No, but har k you dear Heart, good Words, good 
33 or I ſhall publiſn; by my Soul Joy, 
Good. How am I continually plagu'd with R and 
Owles! I'll ſet my Houſe anne 
ed and peſter d by ſuch Vermine. 
* — Faith Frank — have not ſeen a Houſe o 
is great while; it would be a pretty Frolick, pri 
Jet us about it preſently. TP Or 
L. Dear Mr. Goodxile you ſhall be perſwaded: | 
Don't run your ſelf into Danger thus raſhly. 
Gocd. Do you hear then, Monteur Pimpeno; 2s you . 
pet to live a quiet hour, run in and call for ſome Light, 
and return with em inſtaatly. 
Aal. Say no more dear Heart, I'll do't: if Miſchief 
comes not of this, the Devil's iu but dear Frank (lay 
till I come again, Ell be back in a Trice; take tothe | 
turn wich her Lady ſhip into the Wilderneſs; or any thing, 
ler. Malagen 
I. Susan. Let me not live, this Mr. Malagene is 2 V6 
ry obliging Perſon, and methinks Mr. Goodwule you uſt 
him too ſeverely. 
Gaed. 1 wiſh Madam he may deſerve that Character of 
you: He is one of thoſe Worldlings you were ſpeaking 0 
5 that are apt to talk reproachfully: And I beheve knows 
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Lord Mr. Goodvile, what can he ſay of me? 
Fir even Envy it ſelf to do me or my Honcur any 
_ Though I wiſh I had let this Frolick alone 
ight. 

— Frolick with a Pox! if theſe be her Fro- 
lan what the Devil is ſhe webe: the is in earneſt? O he 
returns with the Lights '==—————Look wao are theſe? 
by Heav'a the fame. | 

Inter Truman and Mrs. Goodvile. 

Tum. Gently, gently Madam. for tear of an Amby- 
fade; 1 wonder I hear nothing from Ned Va/eniine lince ? 
Mrs. Good. See, ſee Sir, here's Mr. Goodvile: Haſte, 
| baſe down the other Walk or we are ruin'd. 


[4s Mrs. Goodvile is going away, Gaodvile catches bold 
of her Gown claps on her Maſque. 
_ Good, Stay Madam Victoria; nay you may ſt iy, tis in 
iin to flic, I have diſcover'd all your Fal hood, I have: 
Was mine a Paſſion to be thus abuſe ? I who have given 
uu all my Heart! perfidious falſe Woman? is 
your Lover too aſhamed or afraid to ſhew himſelf? where 
whe? why comes he nor forth? * 
Euter Truman. | 
Trum. Here I am, Sir. 
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— Tram. Yes Sir, the fame: R-adv both to acknowledy 

nd juſtie my being here wich N idoria, which I thought, 
(chief r, might have b- en allo xed without any Offence to Mr. 
; fa Grodvile. Thet ſhe is innocent as to any ching on my part, 
her Lem ready with my Sword to make poud;z but Sir, 1 
ding, Wear it tuo to do my own Honour juſtice, and to de- 
gene. mand of yeu on what Grounds you appear ſo highly 


cem'd for a Women you were pleaſed to 
your Friend for a Wife? | 

| Good, Concern'd Sir! have I not reaſon to be concern 

tor the Honour of my Family # for a Kinſwoman under 

by chi ge to be abroad and alone with a Gentleman at 

tis unſeaſonable Hour, might alarm 2 Man leis tender of 

bs Reputation than lam. 


Ky 
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Dum. Fear not, truſt all ro my Conduct [Ex. 


Good, Hab! Truman! [Mrs. Good. gets looſe and Ex. 


ro | 
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Trum. Sir, this Excuſe won't ſerve my turn 
ſo blind as not to be ſenſible ( which I before ſuſpeRted,) 
that Victoria has been long your Miſtreſs: — A pox ofthe | * 
Honour of your Family; you bad given ter all your Hear 
ou faid; and your Paſſion was not a thing to be thus . ® 

d: Nor, Sir, is my Honcur. of 

Good. No, but dear Fack Truman, thou art my Friend, | 

Tram. You would have made me believe ſo indeed; be 
dut the daubing was too courſe, and the Artificial Face ap. be 
peared too plain: One would bave thought, Sir, that u ec 
who keep a general Decoy here for Fools and Coxcomby, 
might have found one to have recompenced 2 Caſt Mi. | th; 
ftreſs withal, and not bave endeavour'd the betraying the | K. 
Honour of a Gentleman and your Friend: But Sir, I am 
glad I have heard it from your own Mouth: I hope it 
will not be eſtcemed much lll nature in me, it worthy 

1 and I join Forces to publiſh a little, as he 
lls it. 

Mal. Faith Fack Truman, with all my Heart; now 1 
have him on my fide, I dare fay any thing-——Frank 
Gooduiie—— ——pugh. | | 
 _ Sir, I ſhall require a better account of this here- 

ET. | 

L. Squeam. Lord Mr. Truman what ails Mr. Goodvile? 
bew happenld this Difference {—1ili ſwear I am ſtrange- 

ly ſurpriz d. | 

Trum. Your Ladyfſhip, I ſupp ſe, can beſt give an ac- | 
count how Matters are with him: I am apt to beliete be 
has been very free with you. | 
L. Squeam. Dear Sir, what do you mean? Il] {weir * 

ou are a fcandaluus Per fon. a 

Good. Sir, ſin ce you are {> rough, be pleaſed not to 
concern your ſelt with che Honour of this Lady; you 
may have enough to do it you dare juſtifie your own to 
morrow. | 

| Tram, It I dare? —aay Sir, fince you queRtionit, I 
convince you preſently ; — Draw. [ They fight. 

| Enter Valentine. 

Val. Hold, hold, what's the matter here Ju 
Truman, E ank Gocdviie, tor ſhame put up. 
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|], Enter Mrs. Gondvile. 
be Mrs. Good. Where is this pertidi»ns falſe Man? where 
„ | ; Mr. Geile? So Sir, I have found now the Original 


* of all my Misfartunes: I have a Rival it feems; Vicloria, 
4, | oe hopp3 Vioria poſſeſſes all my Joys: What, have you 
4. | been fighting too tor the Honour of your Miſtreſs? — 
» | here, come kill me: Would I had been laid in my Grave, 
F | t& had known thy odious polluted Bed. 
be, Good, 'Sdeath, I thuught ſhe had been in her Chamber 
Mi. this hour at leaft : ——-* is true, my Dear, 1 muſt owna 
the | Kindneſs for Vidoria, as my Kinſwoman; but 
MS. Good. How dre you own it? and tomy Face too? 
I mitcilets Impudence! et me come at him, that I may 
h tear cu thoſe hot l {civicus glewing Eyes that wander 
* ter every Beauty in their Way: — h! that I could blaſt 
lim with a Look! — Wis my Love ſo deſęicable, to be 
11 thandun'd for Veri! The thought of it makes me 
nk | 98d: Il endure it no longer, I will have Revenge, or 1 
will die! Oh! 
re. Tum. Oclicate Diſſimulat ion! How 1 love her! 
Good, Dear Madam hear me ſpe:k——Madam, I fax 
1 — 
* Mrs. Good. 1 know you cannot want an Excuſe; Di ſſi- 
nation and Falſhocd have b 
ic. | fiat you ſhould wrong I 
de e the fake of your Relacior 
; every thing that was ally'd to you was dear to me.) is an 
eo {| Wury fo great, that it diſtracts my Reaſon: I could 
pardog any thing but my wrong'd Love.-Let me be gone; 
% | nd me to a Nunnery; confine me to a charnel Houſe; 
jou nle ungrateful Wretch, any thing but thy Preſence I can 
e | 


we | A Ob Lord! Prayers! 
| —_ Mrs. Good. 
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ing in the Arms of a Proſtitute. 


Good. Lord, Madam, I thought you had been in your 


Chamber now :»————— Curſe on her what ſhall I do! 
Mrs. Good. Tis a fign you believed me fafe 
ou would not certainly elſe have the Impudence to 
| eva brought a new Mitreſs under my Noſe : =] fee 
there how puilty ſhe ſtands ;———have you a Stomach fo 


hor that ir can digeſt Carrion, that bas been buzz d about | 


and bl n upon by all the Flics in the Town? or was it 


the tar teicalneſs of your Appetite, to try how ſo courſe 


2 Diſh would reliſh, after being cloyed wich better fecd- 
36:5: 2 ——- Nay, Sir. I have been informed of al. 
el Has then your virTuous Ladyſhip been taking 4 
little Love and Air with Mr. Goodvile this Evening? 
| [Io Lady Squeamiſh; 
Good, Well, ſhe bas dealt with the Devil, that's certain 
A Px on't, J fee there's no living far me in this fide of 


the World: Go, let the Coach be made ready; | 


ll into the Cour try. | | 


Mrs. Good. Nay, Sir, I know my Preſence has always 
bern uncatic to yuu; Day and Night you are from me, r 


it ever you come home, tis with an aking Head, and 
heavy Heart, which Victoria only has Charms enough to 


Mrs. Good. When you, in the very Inflant, werelanguiſh | 
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Cure. This in the firſt year of our Marriage! Nay and 


to own it! Preclaim your own Falſhood and my diſgrace 
ful Iajury in the Face of the World, when Malagene too, 
the Trumpet of all the Scandal in Town, was by tobe a 
Witneſs: "Twas very difcreetly done, and doubtleſs will 
be a Secret long. | | 

Good, Whirr,—Nay fince it is fo, what the Devil 


ſhould I ſtrive to ſmother my good Action- Well, 
if you will have it fo, Madam Vifloris has been my Mi 


fireſs, is my Miſtreſs, and ſhall be my Miſtreſs, and what 


s Pox would you have more? and ſo God bye to you 


Enter Sir Noble Clumſey, Caper, and Saunter. 
Clum. How's this! who's that ſpeaks diſhenourably of 
my Love, and Lady that ſhall be, Victoria? Before George 
| ſhe's a Queen, and whoever ſays to the contrary, HII firlt 
make him eat my Sword, and then beat out his Teeth 
with the Hin eln Cape 


Mrs is FagHiox. 25t © 
"Caper. Oh? dear Madam, yonder*s all the Town in | 
 Hſquerade; won't you walk in? they'll be gone if they 
dend Company: Fack Truman, dear Fack, prithee go 

| and rake one Frisk:; 4s hope to be faved, there 

mee three or four the fineſt Ladies, the delicateſt ſhaped 

Women; | am ſure I know em all. 
Pm. Sir, | wiſh you good Fortune, but I dare not (' 

yeature, you know my Temper, I ſhall be very boifte- 
duns and mil.ke em for Whores, though if they be of 

your Acquantance, I know they muſt be of Quality. 
Caper. I Gad, and fo they are; but Mum for that 
| One of em is ſhe that gave me this Ring; and the other 
| ed me with a Gold enamelled Watch could not 

colt leſs than Thirty Guineas ;——Trifles Fact, which 1 

| have the Fortune to meet withal ſometimes, | 
Saw, Nay Sir, you muſt not come off fo=—Vidoria 
your Miſtreſs! | 
Good. Yes Sir, and how are you concern'd at it? 
| Saun, Nay Sir, I can be as civil as any Body — 
| Viddoria your Miſtreſs! 

Good. Sdeath you Coxcomb, mind your Singing, do 
you hear? And play the Fool by your ſelf, or 
dun. Sing Sir? fo I can, Ja La Da La La, &c. Vith 

nia your Miſtreſs ! 
| Good. Yes Sir, I ſay my Miſtreſs. 

Clam. Ounds, then Draw. : * 

4 — > you are too furious; what's the 
er 

Caper. Why how now Saunter? How doft do dear 
Heart Sir, this Gentleman's my Friend, and 

Good, Was ever Man fo overwhelm'd with Fools and 
Blockheads? Why you ill-order'd Addle-pated wadling 
Brace of Puppies: You Fool in the firſt place ſing 
and be ſafe and you flight Graſhopper dance and 
divert me: Dance Sirrah, do you hear? 

Caper. Dance Sir? and fo I thiuk I can Sir, and fence, 
ad play at Tennis, and make Love, and fold up a Billet 
Doux. or any thing better than you Sir: Dance quoth a 

—_ ſc SI. 

Mrs, Good. Nay Sir Noble, not only fo, but on d and 
beaſted of it to my Face: Told me 

No - Clum, 


* 
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eat his Heart for it. 

Good. Dear Rauv-head and Bloody- bones be patient a 
little: — See, fee you Beagles, Game for you, freſh 
Game; that great Towſer bas ſtarted ic already; on, on, 
on, halloo, balloo, hailoo. 

| ( Thruſis em at his Tiſe, and Exit, 
I. Squeam. But Dear vir. Caper, Maiqueraders did you 
ay! Til fwear Ti! among em: fhall I not have your 
Company? Oh! Dear Matqueraders! III your T can flay 
no longer. [Exit haſftth. 


Val. Curie on her, ſhe's gone and has prevented me: 


a—Caper, Saunter, did you not hear my Lady call you? 
She's gone to the Maiqueraders, tor ſhame tollow her; 
ſhe'll take it ill you did not wait on her. 

Senn. Faith Caper, and to ſhe will. Well, I am reſolved 


to marry Victoria tor fear of the worlt.— Madam, your 


meſt Devored Servant: | lope cur Difference with Mr. 
Goodwtle to Night | | 

Mis. Good. Dear Sir, it needs no Fxcuſe. 

Caper. My Reſentmeits, Madan, 


Trum. You are tov Cere monious, Gentlemen, and my 


Lady will fear ſhe has loſt you. | 
er. Dear Jack, as I told thee before, I muſt bri 
14 thoſe Ladies. = 
Saum. Prithee put on 2 Maſque and come among us, 
Fack, Faith do. 1 | 
Trum. Sirs, I'll wait on you ia a Moment, 
Both. Dear Soul Adieu. (Embracing him. 
[ Exennt Singing and Dancing. 
Trum. Theſe Coxcombs, Madam, came in a good 
time; they were never icatonable before. 


Mrs. Good. Diſeaſes and Viſitations are neceſſary ſome- 


times to ſweep away the ndiſome Crowds chat infeſt and 
incumber the World. . 
Mal. As | have often ſaid I muſt publiſh, I muſt ſpread; 
and ſo God b'ye to you. [ Exit, 
Enter Lettice. | 
Tat. Oh! Madam, yonder's my Maſter raving for bis 
Coach: Says he'll into the Country preſently: Has given 
order to diſperſe the Company; what will you — 
1 , 


Mrs. 
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Clum. Soul of my Honour, tis unpardonable: And I 
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Mrs. Good. Let him go, twere pity to hinder him : 

He! ha! ba! into the Country? I'd as foon believe be 

would turn Capuchin. 

Tram. But Madam, 'twas inhumanly done, to come 
ſelf upon him: One would have thought that I had 

uſed him bad enough, for the wiſe Miſtake he made of 


Victoria. | 
' Mrs. Good. I would not have miſs'd it for the World: 
Now would he come on his Knees for Compoſition; 


and if I do not bring him to it within theſe four Hours 


Trum. Why Madam, what wil you do? 
Mrs. Good, Put on all the notorious AﬀeRations and 


- ridiculous lmpertinencies that ever the muſt eminent of 


our dex have ftudy'd, or the Coxcombs of your Sex ad- 


mired; then of a ſudden ſeem to grow fond of both thoſe 


Clincant Fools, which I am ſure be of all things loaths; 
yet do it tuo fo torc'dly, that he himſelt ſhall find it only 
intended to give him Vexatica. 

Tum. Have you then malicioufly deſign d, in ſpight of 


Nature, to keep me conſtant ? 


Mrs. Good. Which you will be ſure to be !- 
Trum. A dozen new freſh young unſeen Beauties, and 


| the Devil himſelf in the Rear of em, cannot make me 
{ otherwiſe: I never really lov'd or liv'd till now: There 


is nothing 1'd not wiſh to be, except the very Husband 
himſelf, rather than loſe you. | 
Enter Valentine and Camilla. 
Val. Fact Truman! 
Tram, Well Ned, what's the Matter? 
Val. Treaſon, Truman, your being here with Mrs. 
Guoduile I fear is diſcover d; I heard fome ſuch Thing 


| whilper'd among the Maſqueradere, and Goadvile himſelt 


ſeems ſuddenly aller d; I would adviſe you to come and 


bew your ſelt, and make the belt on't. 


Mrs. Good, Let me alone; [il ſecure all, III warrant 
lm lure he can have no poſitive Proofs: i'll inſtant- 


h go and pur all things in a Contuſion, contradict all the 
Orders he has giving tor going into the Country; ſhat 
ip my felf in my Chamber, aud not hear a Word of him 


ul he comes upon Submillion :—— Lettice, follow me to 
ay Chamber preſently. Exit. 
a Ns Trum. 
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"We, Lady certainly of a young — 
Let. W I 2 Lad 
her Buſineſs, under ftands the managing of a Hula, 
the beſt of any Woman in the World: TI ſwear the inan 
— Robe: Forty Ladir's nowy, at ſuch an Accident, 
have been hurry'd and afraid, and the poor Wait. | 
ing Woman muſt have been ſent forward and backward, 
and backward forward to hearken and inquire; bu 
the ſhews all her Changes in a Motion. as 
Enter Goodyile. | 
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Good. Is ſhe alone there? 

Let. Ay Sir, Vil aſſure you ſhe ſeldom deſires Comps 
ny Be I muſt haſten and follow her. 

Good. Stay a little, are you ſure ſhe was in the Houſe, 
before this diſturbance happened in the Garden? 
Sure Sir! why I my ſelf was at the Chamber-win- | 
with her, when firſt ſhe heard you exclaim apainſt | 
 Vidoria! Poor Creature, I was afraid ſhe would | 
have fallen down dead on the Floor: I catch'd her in my 
beg d her on my Knees not to run out: but ſhe 
would hear nothing, but ſpight of force broke from me, 
and came bither with all that Impatience and Rage, the 
too ſenſible Reſentment of your Unkindneſs had rais'd in 


Good. Get you in preſently, do you hear? and take no 
notice of what 1 have ſaid to you, as you tender your 
well being. 8 | 

Ter. Yes Sir But if I conceal a Word of it, may l 
never ſerve London Lady again, but be condemn'd to ben 
Country-Chamber-Maid, and kill Fleas as long as 1 hve. EE, 

Good. It I ſhould have been inthe wrong all this while, 
and miſtaken my own dear Wife for Fidiaria !-—h! 
Curſe on this hot Head of mine! Pox ont, it is i 


* ble? Yer that miſchievous Rogue Malagere was GY 
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' IJut here comes 
| lim conteſs all, or I'll murder him. 


4x, ob 


| Malagene. 
Vell, Sir, what ſay you to this Matter? 
md you to ſome purpoſe; I I ſay this for —— 


Annen is Fenton. 2p; 
alle in the Garden, and he has been at his Doubts and 


' Ambiguities and may be' with me: By this-Light I 
S. 


an arrant ravk ſtinking Cuckold. 
Enter Victoria. 
Fi. What will become of me! whither ſha!) ! fly te 
hide my Misfortune ? Oh! that I might never ſee the 
be again but be for ever conceaF'd in the bades. 
Good. Dear Victoria is't you? be free with me; were 
you really in the Garde before to Ng, or no? 
Fi. | have not been out of the tiouſe e it was 


uk "ill this linute, no! bed I come hither now, but 


that I am deſtiture War o» c ccal my felt from the 
malic'ous F yes and Torgues d thuſe. to whom your 
Baſer-efs has given an Opportunity ot Triumphing over 
Vi tor'une and ruin'd Honcur. 
Gd. Br not fo eutragious; I reconcile all yet. | 
Ii. Which way is t peſſivie? By to morruow Morn-- 
ing y ur very Footmen will have it in their Mcuths; and 


| Malagene, that keeps an Office of Intelligence for all the 


Seaqual in Town, will be ipreading it among his Coffee- 


| Houle Companions, and ar the Play whiſper it to the 


Orange Women, who ſhall make 2 tulſ m Jeſt of it to 


| the gext Coxcomb that comes in hall drunk, to Loll and 
\ Fliy, and be n:uſcouſly lewd with em in publick, 


Good. I tell thee it ſhall not be; Malagene's my Crea- 
ture, or at leaſt henceforth I'll make him 10, I have rea» 
fons for it, and to believe alſo that my Wife, my own 
delicate damn'd Wite, was the ſame I miſtook for yo 


in the Garden to Night. 


Vict. Tis true, I was at the ſame time to fee for her in 


ber Chamber, and ſhe was not there; but cannot believe 


her in the leaſt guilty of what you ſeem te accuſe ber of, 


Good. Canfound her: She's an exquiſite ſilt tho» 


| rough pac'd, and practis d in all the cun ung Arts and 


Sliphes of Falſheod: Sdeath how I could mince her? 
he knows all, and Fil make 


Enter 
Mal. Faith Bully, 1 think my dear Kiaſwoman has 


- 
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2 true Blood of the Malagene's in her: To lol dan 
2 

Good. What is t you mean, Fool? Be plain, and 
your ſelf. 


eſteem for my Family, (the neareſt Relation of which 
I would go fifty Miles to fee hang d) I do think her a 
very a—— But no more, — Mum dear Heart, Mum, I 


"Good. What's that you fay, Sir? what do you think 
my Wife? | 

Mal. Ay what, Frank? what ? now. 

Good. Nay, Sir, that you muſt reſolve me. 

Mal. Why then II! tell thee Frank? doſt thou really 
think I love thee? | 

Good. I know you'il ſay fo Sir, becauſe you fear me, 


Mal. Then pritner do lo much as lend me ten Guineas | 


for a Day or two. 
Good. Oh Sir to the purpoſe, to the purpoſe; be brief, 
Mal. Nay then, Mum | {ay again. 


Good. Will you never leave vexing me with your Im. 


pertinence? Muſt I be always torc'd to ule you ill, to 
bring you to good Manners ? | 

Mal. Faith Child, I am loath to make Miſchief; I have 
been a very wicked ill- natur d impudent Fellow, that's 
the truth on't: But I find I loſe my ſelf by it: The very 
Poets the mſelves, that were wont ro ſlind in awe of me, 
care not a louſe tor me now; and there's not a common 
Whore in Town, but cells me Rogue and Raſcal to my 
Face, as impudentiy as if | were her Pimp. 

Good. Therefore Sir reſolve to tura honeſt, and bejuſt 
to your Friend. 

Mal. The Devil take me Frank, if thou art not a very 
iopertin-nt Fellow: now! why who ſhould know 
better than your felt? Hon! | 

Goes. Here are Five Guineas for you, upon Condition 
you >:2ke a full and true Relation ot ail you have duce» 
ver :bis Nip t. | | 
Mal. Vi. duc; down wich ycur Dult. 


* 


* 


Mat. Why you muſt know Frank, having a particu | 


Gord, 
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_ Grd. What will nor this Rakehell do ro borrow Mo- 
gp? I knew him make Love to a Chamber - Maid till he 
had borrow'd Five Pounds of her at half a Crown a 


time. 
|. Afal. Well Frank Goodvilo, you may think as you pleaſe | 
of me; but hang me like a Dog it 1 2m not a very ho- 4 
| neſt Fellow in my Heart You would have me 
| deal freely with you, you ſay, in this Buſineſs? 
' Good. I would ſo Sir, or | ſhall deal very roughly with 
1. And you lent me theſe five Guineas to that pur- 
? 


Good. You are much in the right, Sir, 

ly | Mal. Then to make ſhort of the Matter; thou art as 

| arrant a poor tilly Cuckold as one would wiſh to drink 
withal, and coniuund me it 1 ſhall not be aſham'd of thy 


as | Company. | 
Good, Con founded Whore Oh for a Legion 
f. |} of Devils to hurry her to Hell, and that I had but the 
driving of em! | 


N- | Mal. Nay, nay, Man, fince tis fo, never be angry for 
tO | the Matter. What a Don, you thought to put the Mittreſs 
| upon Truman! Truman as put the Cuckold upon you; 
ve | Falentine has been Pimp in the Buſineſs; and the Devil 
ts nuke me if 1 don't think my felt the honeſteſt Fellow a» 
Y } mongſt you. 
e, Mig. Now, Sir, conſider what a wretched thing you 
MN be made me. 
y Good. No more; I'm thine, and here I ſeal my Heart 
| to thee tor ever. a 
f. Mal. Well Frank, can I ſerve thee any further in this 
Butineſs ? 
) } Good, That Sir, is as time ſhall try: And to convince 
W } jew how fir I think you for my Purpoſe, I know you 
ne a Raſcal nor to be truſted : Therefore ebferve it, if 
n jou offer to ſtir beyond the Limits I ſer you, at that 
ry inſtant Fl murder you. | ; 
| Mal. P:ithes alk not to me of Limits and Murderir g, 
4 | bope you take me Sir (under the Roſe) for no Fool: 
ans what a Fox co you think to make of me? 


| Goed. 


. 
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Spaniel to Hun“ and Ser the Game | 

take: Oh! Malegene, there will be miſchief, =o 
| ; treat of: I know it is an Office 
do it to oblige thee. | 


this Buſineſs will be brought about 
have promis'd to meet two or three old 
% Morrow at Dinner, to Swear and Drink, and 
Pa dy T. cafon toge her for an Hour or two; 
they are all Arheiſt+, and very honeſt Fellows. 

Good. O Sir you may be hang'd in good time : But for 
this preſent occaſion I muſt ule you: Vidtorie, do you 
with all your utmuſt Art diſſemble but the leaſt Know. 

e of what has happen d to Night: Ard Sir. do you 


I do with all my leart: But Frank; | 


* „99 _—— 


„ 


„ 


bn 


gud of the Occafion to be rid of fu troubiceſom uneakie 3 
en: A Wife afrer a Year, like a Garment that has 
been worn too long, hangs looſe and awkardly on a Mun, 


ow Bui can you then reſolve to quit and diſown ber 
or cver ? 

' Good. For ever, my Victoria! No more, but ſtraight 
ta thy Chamber. and wai for the happy lſſue 
ou Sir keep cluſe to me 2 ꝛuit ber! as cheartully 


and grows a Scandal to him that wears it. | q 


as L would a Shoe het wriags me. Then how looſely | ; 


(hall | move, | 

Free and unboun il taſte the Sweets of Life! 
Love where I pleaſe and know no more ihe Strife 
That's bred by that Demeſiick Plague call's Wife. | 

ACT 
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ACT V. SCENE I 
SCENE Vidoria's Chamber. 
Enter Victoria: 
= ieee 
Love! Unhappy Womens Curſe, and 
ſight Game to paſs their idl- om 7: fnd too in my 
felf the common Companion of Infamy, Malice. Has 
| Guduile's Wife ever wrong'd me? Never. Why then 
ſhould 1 conſpire to betray her? Ne, let my Revenge 
light wholly on that talſe perjur'd Man; as he has de- 
ctiv'd and ruin d me, Tl play falſe with him, make my 
ſelf privy to bis whole of ſurprizing Truman and 
tis Wife together: Then like a true Mrs, betray his 
Connſels to her, that She like a true Wife may ſpight of 
his Teeth deceive him quite, and fo I have the pleaſure 
of ſecing him a ſeal'd ftigmatiz'd fond believing Cuckold : 
rss be comes e- 
| d and prepar'd for the pretended Journey 
| ry Enter Goodvile and Boy. 
Geod. Go bid the Coachman baſten, and get all things 
_ I am uneaſie till I am gone. Tis time we were 


The Wolves have prey d, and look the gentle 

| Hf he re e al is "> 

' Dapples the drouſce Eaſt with Spets of Gray. 

Wife! Sh dear — * — — Victoria, up already? fo 
Aligent to wiſh me a happy Journey Oy my good 

Angel is like thee, and £m I err 

un thy and with ſuch Softneſs ſmile and direct me. 

| Vit. As thoſe whom Will with the Whiſp — 

Through through Hedges and Ditches 

aa No: 4 haſt led —_ of the crooked fro- 

| wud Road of Matrimony, into the pleaſant eafie Path of 

late, where I can never loſe my way, and muſt be al- 


But where's Malagme? 
ways happy: as _ 


4 
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u Below wich Sir Noble. Whilſt the Butler way; | 


=o 


See 
- Corner 
. purpoſe!) I found this Billet to my ſweet Wife. 


* 1 
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they ſtole the Key from him: And there they we 
the Fat red-fac*d Fidd!-r that plays upon the Baſe, 


and drinking Rawdy Healths 
Good. That fulſome Rogue will ruin all our 
here 


what l have diſcover'd juſt now in the Private 


of a Window, (a place I ſuppoſe appointed forths 


Reads. F Goodvile goes out of Town this Morning, 
me know it that I may wait on you, and tell 
the reſt of my Heart, for you do we how bs 
much I love you yet. Truman. | 


ha, ha, ba. How it pleaſes me! Blood! Fire! and Dap 


gears? 
Via. But Sir! what do you reſolve on? 


Good. As I told thee, inſtantly to pretend a Journey out | 
of Town, and return and ſurprize em; for | am fixe | 


they'll not be long aſunder when I am out of the Way: 


Ob! this Billet is a very honeſt Billet, and I know won't 
lie. But why ſhould I ſpend my Time in talking of what | 


but vexes me, when Pleaſures are ſo near me? Comemy 
Victoria take me to thy Arms, a Moment's [oy with thee, 


would ſweeten Years of Cares. The Devil 


Enter Mrs. Goodvile, and Lettice. 
Mrs. Good. Good Morning to you, Sir, 
Good. Goed Night to you, Madam. 
Mrs. Good. How ſo Sir ? 
_ Good. Why gogd Night or good Morrow, tis allone; 


Ceremony is the leaſt thing I take care of: You fee l 


AW buſt”. N N 
Mrs. Good, I muſt confeſs, conſidering the humble 


Duty of a Wife, tis ſomething zude in me to interrupt 


you; but I hope when you know my Intentions, * youll 


pardon me. They were only to take a civil Leave of 


you: I find you are preparing for the Country, Sir. 

- Good. Ay! A little Air will be very ſeaſonable at pre 
ſent Madam; I ſhall grow raak elſe, and all the Compt- 
ny I keep will {mel} me cut. 


fitting Croſe - leg d upon the Floor, ſtrip d to their Shins, | 


— 
oo 


| Now if I am not a Cuck Id let any honeſt Wittall Judge, | 


SS Dan 
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= 
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- Mrs. Good. Oh what joy will fill each neighbouring 

to hear cur Landlords Honour's coming Cowr » 
The Bells ſhall jangle out of Tune all Day; and at Night 
the Curate of the H umlet comes in the name ot the whole 
Pariſh to bid Eis Patron welcome in to the Ccuntry, and 
invite himſelf the next Lords Day to Dinner. 

Good. I am glad to ſer you fo ple ant, Madam. 

Mrs. Good Then the nent Morning our Tenant's dainty 
daughter is ſent with a Preſent of Pippins ot the largeſt 
$ze, cull's by the goed old Drudge her Mother, which 
ſhe delivers with a Curtlie, and blues in expectation of 


what his Worthip will bettow upon ber. 


Good, Oh Madam, let not any Thoughts of that Nature 


N S ir. 


diſturb you; I ſhall leave all my wanton Incl inations here, 
ad only pleaſe my felt when I am taere ſometimes to 
contemplate your Ladyſhip's Picture in the Gallery. 

Mrs. Good. Then come the Country Squires, and their 


| Dogs, the cle anlier ſort of Creatures of the Two: Straight 
were invited to the noble Hunt, and not a Deer in all the 


Foreſt's fate. | 
Good, No Madam: No horned Beaſt ſhall ſuffer for my 


fad, we ought not to hurt our Fellow Creatures. 


 Vrongs your ſealoulie has done Fictoria  — 
Mrs. Good. 1 jealous of Vitoria! No. Tho' my Paſſion 


with that naughty Lady Squeamiſi which 1 can eaſily for- 
ave, if you'll but promiſe to forget her: For 1 am con- 
ent it was your firſt Tranigreſſion. | 

Good. Very quaint and pretty. 

Mrs. Good. Yet I am too wel! ſatisfy'd of Victoria's Vir- 


{ Jour Arms, I could not harbour ſuch a Thought. No, 
Haris, you mutt love me, and I'll love you; you fhall 
all me your Love, and III call you my Dear, and we'll 
ina go ta the Play together, and to the Park together, 
ad every where together; and when Mr. Goodvile's out 
Town, we'll lie together. Enter 


 Peaſure: I am lately grown a Philoſopher, Madam; and | 


Mrs. Good, What is the reaſon that you uſe me thus? 
Good, What is t I would not do to purchaſe Quietneſs? 
Your Injurious Suſpicions of me were tolerable, but the 


lit Night made me extravagant, when I diſcover'd you 


We, for ſhe's my Friend, and though I ſhould ſee her in 


: ; 6 8 ; 
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Serv. Sir, the Coach is ready. | 

Good You think, Madam you have a fine eafie Fool 
to play withal but the gayreſs of your Face is too thin 
to hide the rancour of your Heart; and fo mv de jo. 


cund witty Devil Wife, 1 rake my leave «1 vou never | 


more from this Minute to lovk on yor. 
1 Good. Are you then inexorable ? Relentleſs, cruel 
| Good Good eafic melting kind-hearted Woman farewel, 


Enit. 
Mrs. Good. Ah wretched me? | 
Let. My Lady ſwoons. car Madam Tifloria haſten 


ans bring my Maſter back again; you can do any thing | 


with bm. [Ex. V:Roria, 

Mrs. Good. No, no, Let/ice! Let him alone, art thou 
ſure he's gone? On. 

Let. I hope ſo, Madam. 

Mrs. Good. Then fo ſoon as 1 am return'd to my Cham» 
ber, be ſure you go your ſelf to Mr. I/ uman, and tell him 
it he has nothing elie to do he may come bither to Day, 

PPT, Enter Victoria. RI 

Vid. There is no prevailing with him, he cries aloud 
his Houſe is infected, and that no Man that values his 
Health will ſtay in it. My Lady Squeamiſh too is arriv'd 
juſt as be left the Door; I am ſure ſhe'll come in; will 
you fee ber, Madam? 8 5 

Mrs. God. Oh I am fick at the very name of her: Let 
all the Doors be barr'd againſt her, and Gunpowder under 
each Threſhsld-place, ready to blow ber up, it ſhe but 
offer an entrance. 
Fil to my Chamber inſtantly : Oh my Head ! ¶ Ex. with Let, 

Vidd. This M ment of bers fo charms me, that l 
can almoſt forget all the Miſchief ſhe has done me: tis 
true ſhe r ht me, but 'twas done fo handſomely 

that I doubly defery'd it to have taken Notice of it. 
Ms Enter Lady Squeamiſn. 


Squoam. Oh Dear Victoria, what will become of me! 
I] am loft and undone for ever: Oh I ſhall die, I ſhalldie; 


mc. 


Lottice, lend me your Hand a little 


Fr FE Are Arn 


the Lord of my Heart, the Jewel of my Soul is 8 | 


li. 
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What ails your Ladyſhip? Surely ſte's —— 
9 — Oh Good vile. 2 falſe, 


Goodvile! 1 came juſt as bis Coach was = ping 
 fom the Door, yet he would not ſpeak ro me, 


+, tonkugy but away he drove, 2 mockt 


1 A Alas! Her Ladyſhip is paſſionate, as I live very 
L. Squeam. So Theſes lefr the Wretched Ariadne on 


| | nk fo fled the falſe Aneas from his Dido. 


ria What could you expect leſs of him, Madam? 
Rlſhood is his Proviace: Your Ladyihip ſhould have made 
choice of a civil fober diſcreet Perton; but Goodvile you 


| know is a Spark. a very Spark. 
L. Seam. That, that has been my Ruin; it was there · 


fore I ador'd him: What Woman would doat on a dull 
melancholly Aſ-, becauſe ſhe might be ture of him? No, 


Spark is my Lite, my Darling, the Joy of my Soul; Oh 


how | doat on a Spark? 1 could live and die with a Spark. 
Iidoria, I make you a Confident, and you muſt pardon 
me for robbing you of Mr. Goodvile: Come, come, I 
know all. 


» Your Ladyſhip knows more than all the World 


L Seam. And as I was ſaying, A Spark is the Dear- 
il thing to me in the World; 1 have had Acquaintance I 
tank wich all the Sparks. Well; one of em that you 
know was a ſwyeet Perſon: Oh he da cd. and tung, and 
reſt to a Miracle, and then he ſpoke French as it he had 


bees bred all his life-rime at Paris, and admir'd every 
ung that was French: Beſides he would look ſo languiſhs 


ngly, and liſp fo prettily when he talk'd; and then ne- 
er wanted Diſc: urſe: k, 22 he has entertau:'d me 
wo Hours together with the deſcription of an Equipage. 
Va, 322 needs be very — * 
LSquearm. But Mr. Goodvile was a Wit too: Ob I ne- 
er had a Wit before, for te {peak he Truth. now I think 
at better, all my Lovers have been a little Fooliſh ll 
1 ba, ba, ba (Sir Noble and Mal. at the Door drunk. 
| Me, Scour, ſcour, ſcour. 
Cam. 
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| Clum Down goes the Main» Maſt, down, own, d 
. [They enter.) Malagene roar, row, and raviſh. h- ogy 


Punks in beaten Sartin, Sirrah; Te: magant, triumphant, 
firſt-rate Punks, ycu Rogue. 


Viet. How came itthefe Rufſiins ber-? 

Clum. Ruffians! do you know who you talk to Madam: 
Im a civil, ſober, iſercet Perſon; and come par ticulat- 
Iy to embrace thy lovely Body. 

Mal. Look yu Maga , make no noiſe abe ut this mat · 
ter. This is a Perſan of Quality and a Friend of mine, 
therefore pray be civil, 

. Sque..m. Has Mr. God vile leſt 1 no Footmen at home 
to cudgel uch Fops ? Fogh ho uke drunken Jour- 
rey-meo Taylours they look? 

Mal. Ju ney-men, Madam! hold there! none of your 
Ladyſhip's journey-men that's ove Comtort! Wee to the 

poor Devi! that is, I ſay. 1 

L. Squeam. Were Mr. Gcodxile at home you durſt not 
talk thus, vou ſcandalous Fellow. 

_ Mil. Goudvile lay you — bark you my Near, were he 
here in Perſon, I would fi: et all decently kick him out 
of Doors, then turn up thy Keel and diſcoyer here to thy 

Kinas what a leaky Veſſel thou art. | 
"OOTY > Why, waa. is that Goodwile? will he Wreſlet.;, | bon 
| BR. box for gol. Look you, this Fellow is my Pimp,” Þ| pe. 
Tis true his Counrenarce is none of the beſt: But bes F 

neat Lad, and keeps good Company. 

Mal. Hark you, Knight! you'll bear me out in this Bu- 
ſineſs, Knight? For under the Role | have Apprehealion, 
that this Carcaſe of mine may ſuffer elſe. i hi 

Clam. No more of that Rogue! no more. Take notice Ct 
good People, this civil Perſon ſhall marry my Siſter; ſhe } 

154 pretty hope ſul Lady — Truly ſhe is not full thirteen--- hon 


but ſhe has had two Children already, Odd's heart, ud 
Viet. Ridiculous Oaf ! = 
Clum. Come, ler us talk Bawdy. { C 
Vid. Pil call thoſe ſhall talk with you kay; Jo 


Ex. Vit. Ine 
Clam. Wheugh—— ſhe's gone. il 
L, Squeam. Bcaſt! Bruit! Barbarian! Sot! _ 
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Cha. Oh law my Aunt! what have I done now? 
| 30 [ hope ro be— — — 

VA [Rims againſt her, and almoſt beats her backward. 

e L. S Oh help! I am murder d! oh my Head! 

„ | Clum. Nay Laly that was no taulrof mine: You ſhall 

ke ll keep my diftance, and (2s I was faying) if I have 


1? | [Recl; againſt a Table and throws down a China Far, and 
rm | — {rural little China D: ſhes. 


. Squeam On inkutter able ! quickly, quickly. a Porter 

to | and Basket to carry our this Swine to a Dunghill. 

ie, Clum. Look you Madam. no h orm! no harm! you ſhall 

| fe me behave my {elf notably ye —as for ex mple — 

ne | fuppoſe now —- ſuppoſe this the Door. | Goes to the Door. 
| Very well; thus then | mov .. 
[Steps forwards and leaves his Pernke on one of the Hinges, 

8 Hab, who was that? Rogues! D s! Sous uf Waotes! 

| | Euter Seryaiits. 

| t Sv. Such as we arc Sir, you ſhall find us at your 

| Service. | 

Clam, Murder, Murder, Murder 

Mal. Where tiiere is tuch odds, a Man may with Ho- 

nour retire an! ſteal off. — * * 

| Enter Caper and Srunter. 6 

Cap. Where is © is Ratcal? this Coxcomb? this Fop? 
how dare you come hither, Sir, to affront Ladies and 

Ferfonus of Quality ? 

Clan, Sir, your humble Servant: did you fre my Per. 
nwig ? 

Bo Y Caper, Sir, you ere an Als; and never wore Perriwig 
in your Lite: ferne what 2 Bum of Brizrs and Thorns 
Chere? The Mane of my Lady S dueamiſh's Shock is a 

tice FCredreux to it. 

ſhe |} Clam. Way, Sir, I know who made it, He was an 

* honeſt Fellow and a Barber, and one that lovu Muſick 
ud Poetry. | 
San. How Sir! p 
\ Caper, 2ut, Sir, ceme cloſe to the Buſineſs: How durſt 

Ie treat Ladies fo 1i.d-l; as we fow you but now? An- 
ct. ber tothar, and cell not us of Muſes and Poctry. 


'FarnnDenry or Fannion * 


a it upon that Inftrumenr 
my Grandmother's took zreat Delight in bim for ic. 
San. But, Sir, this is ”oching to our Buſineſs, 


If ye Drink or Whore, break Windows, or commit 
Murther, 1 am tor you. „„ 
| Caper. Sir, will you fight? | 

Chem. Fight! with whom? for what? 
Caper. With me. 
Saun. With me. | 
Clum. Ay Sir, with all my Heart; I love fighting Si 
Sam. But will you Sir, dare you? : 

Caper. Ay Sir, will you fight? co you think you due 

fight ? | 


Rogues in Buckram ? were there a Dœzen oi you Id 
— you out of your Artificial Sweetneſs into your own 
natural Rankneis; you Stinkards! fh;1! draw mj Cerbe- 
ras and cut you off, you gaudy Popinyaies ? 
Caper. Thus Fell w's mad, Sauer! ſtark mad, by Forks: 
Dear Knight, bow long haſt thou been in this Pickle? 
this Condition, Knight? hah? 
Cum. What Pickle? what Condition, you Worm? 


Bedlam. Knight, the lad-man's Hoſpital. 


There's never an Holip:ral tor Fools yet; Mercy on me if 
there were! bv many Haudſome Fellows in h., Town 


might be proviucd tor?  [ Fiddles piay within, | 


Caper. Hey da | Fiudles! 
$6.4, aa) 11. Loodue hearing we were bere, hath ſent 
for em on pus pole co regale ue | 


when he was our Butler in the Country: An old Maidot | | 


Clum. Buſineſal hang Buſineſs ! I bate a Man of Buſinek «þ 


Saws. Ay, ay, tis fo, the Poor Devil mutt to Bedlam: | 
Clans. What will bec. me of you then, you Vermin? | 


Clun. Why, you ſweet pertum'd Jeflimine-Knaves! | “ 


dur 


rinnen. 20p 

Good ile, Lady queariſh nib the Fideles 

ing, Saunter falls to ſing the Tune with em, and Caper 
fo it. L ice. | 

Mrs. Good. Let my Servan's take cue that all the Doorg 

fand open: Fl have Entrance den yu to no one Foul in 

| Town. M. Caper and Mr, Saunter here? then we can 


nels «Þ gever want Company. Come, adam, let us begin the 


0 - 


| Derr Mr. Caper, you and Mr, Saunter were rg to be 


Revels of the Day; | long to enjoy the Freedom 1 am 
' Miſheſs of. Lertice, try your Vow. | 


L. Sd . ON Madam! this gallan - Spirit raviſhes me. 


happy ! Madam Goodvile bas reſolv'd to S1c: 1hce this Day 
to Pleaſure what ſhall we do w ih cur ſelves? 
Cap. Do, Madam! We'll dance for ever. | 


L Squeam. Oh ay Dance, 
Both, Ard Love. | | 
L. $qzeam. Oh ay, Love! but Madam Goodvile, have 
| you refolyed to wear the Willow, and be very Melane _ 
cholly—— ha, ha, haw—Fiddles! where are you? 1 
cancer endure you cut of my tight. 

Mrs. Good. Willow ! hang it, give it to Country Girls 
that figh for Clowns; and Melancholy is 2 Diie2ic for 
aakrupt Beauty: I have yet a ſtock of You'h and 


Charms, unfully'd by the hands of Age or Care. 
4:4 whilſt that laſts what Woman would deſvair? 
| Clam. In the mean time I'll (cou: out for + Doxy of 
my Acquaiatance hard by, return in Triumph, and let 
Vdoria go hang and deſpair. | 
Sings. 

To love is a Pleaſure Divine, 

Ter [id never ſigh er be ſad; | 

They are Coxcomb. that languiſh and pine, 

So long as Whores are to be had. — 10 daroll, darolde. 


L. Sum. On ſecure that def rm'd Monſtet, that Re- 
bel ot mine: Fellows take care of him 1d keep him up 


til talk with him, and make him icalible of his Enor- 


I . = 


* * — * 


Let. He'll be here preſently Madam. 
Enter Page with a Letter. 
Page. A Letter for your Ladylhip. 
Mrs. Good. Who brought it? 
Page. A Porter brought it to the Door, Madam: But 


ſaid he bad no Orders to ſtay for an Anſwer. [Ex. Page, 


Mrs. Good. A Woman's Hand! 


Reads. My. Goodvile's Fourney out of Town is but a N. 


tence: He is jealous of you and Mr. Truman, you will find 

him anon return d in hopes to ſurprize you together. Though 

he has truſted me with the Secret and oblig d me to aſſiſt him 

in it; yet I would endeavour by this Diſcovery to perſwade 

jon that I am your real Servant, Victoria. 

- Poſtſcript, Beware of Malagene, for he's appointed the 
Spy to betray you. 


This is generouſly done, Vifforia, and I'll Rudy tode- 


ſerve it of Thee: Now, if I plague not this wiſe jealous 
Husband of mine, let all Wives curſe me, and Cuckolds 
laugh at me! Fiddles lead in! Mr. Cater and Mr. Saum 


pray wait on my Lady, and entertain her a little: Tl 


tollow you preſcutly. 

L.Squeam. Come Mr. Caper, will you walk? 

Caper. A Curanto Madam? 1 | 

L. Squeam. Ay ten thoutand, ten thouſand, Mr. Saun- 
ter, | would be always near you Two! On for a Grove 
now, and a purling Brook w:th that delightful charming 


Voice of yours! Come, let us walk and ſtudy which way _ 


to divert our ic] ee, 
Caper. Allons! for Loyeand Pleaſure : By theſe Hands. 
Saun. By theſe Eyes 


L. Squeam. Oh no mooie! no more: I ſhall be loſt in 
Happineſ. ä [Exeunt. 
——” Mrs. Good. 
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"ts. Good. So : This Confort of Focls ſhall be the cha- 
| mio my Farce: Now all the Malice, Ill. naturc, P. hund 
'F ad Hypocrifie of my Sex infpire me. Lettice? fee Ca- 

gills be ſent for inſtantly, ſhe ſhall join with me in m 

Revenge, ſh: has Reafon; Mr. Valentine, I ſuppoſe, will 

be here with Mr. Truman. 

| Enter My. Truman. 
Dian. And thick you, Madam, he durſt not anſwer a 
| fir Lady's Challenge withour a Second? 
Mrs. Good. You would pretend, I'll warrant you, to be 
| yery ftour, You Hectors in Love are as irrant Cheats as 
hectors in fighting, that bluſter, rant, and make a noiſe 
| for the preſent ; but when they come to the Bus'nels, 
4 prove errant Diſtards, and gocd for nothing. 
Tram. But, Madam, you ſhoul find I dare do fome- 
as would you but be civil and ſtand your Ground. 
M.. Good, What think you though of 2 Cut - throat Huſ- 
und no behind the Hanyings? what would become of 
then? | 
Fm Whilſt 1 have ſuch Beauty on my Side, nothing 
en hurt me. 1 
1 Mrs, Good. Then, Sir, prepare your ſelf; Mr. Goodvile = 
i» really jealous, and m:firufts all or more than has paſt 
15 between us. His Journey out of Town was but a Re- 
. | tence, but we ſhall fee him inflantly/in Expectation to 
u Nah us together. 

3 Tram. Fear him not Madam; theſe Moles that work 
under Ground are as blind as they are buſie: Lt him run 
on in bis dull Jealoufie, whilſt we ſtill find ne v Windings 

I, ad loſe him in the M.ze. | | 
I Mrs. Good. Then if you wiſh to preſerve me youre, 
We pa wich me to Day in my Detign, which is, if poſſible, 
ing o make him Mad, work lum up to the height of furious 
luſpicion, and at that Moment when he thinks his Jealous» 
I mot juſt, baffle him cut of it: And let the World 
boss how dull a Tool a Husband is, compar'd with hat 
triumphant thing a Wite, and her Guardian Ar.gel Lover. 

| Tram. But Mr. Gcozuile, Madam, has Wit, and fo good 
1 Opinion of it too | 


For. J. „ Mrs. Coed. 
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Mrs. Good, Tis that ſhall be his Ruin: Were he a Fool, 
he were not worth the Trouble of deceiving. | 

Tram. Dear Jewel of my Soul, proceed then and pro- 
fper. But what muſt be my Part? 

Mrs.-Good. To fecure Malagene. That ill-natur'd vil. 
lain has betray d us, and is appointed by Goadvile chief In- 
ſtrument in the Diſcovery : He has Cowardize enough to 
fell his Soul to buy off a Beating : He never told Truth 
enough to be believ'd once ſo long as he lives. Ger him 
but in your Power, and he ſhall own more Villanies than 
ever were in his Thoughts to commit, or the Neceſſity 
of our Affair can invent to put upon him. 

Tram. And Ill be fure of him, or may I never taſle 


thoſe Lips again, but be condemn'd to caſt Miſtreſſis in 


the Side-box at the Play-houſe, or what is worſe, take up 
with a Sempſtreſs, and drudge for Cuffs and Cravats. 
Enter Malagene. 

Mrs. Good. Here he comes! 
_ Tram. Oh Monſieur Malagene welcome! 

Mal. Fack Truman, your humble Servant. 
> Tram, Whither fo fait I beſeech you Sir! a word with 
you, a word with you. 


Mal. Why! can 1 do any thing for the * Haſt thou 


any Buſineſs for me? Prithee what is it? 
Trum. Sir! You mult lie for me. 
Mal. Ha, ha, ha. ls that all? 
Trum. Nay Sir you mult ! 


Mal. Any thing in a civil way or ſo, Jack! but no- 


thing upon Compulſion Lad! Prithee, let me do dothing 
upon Compullion, prithee now ! 

Tram. Then Sir to be brief, this is the Buſineſs ! Good: 

vile | hear has been inform'd by you of what paſt in the 


Garden laſt Night; how durſt you be fo impudent as to 


pry into ray Secre'e, where I was concern'd? 


Mal Why lock you Jack, Curiolicy you know! and a 


natural Inclination which J have. 
Trum. To Pimping. 


Mal. Conſound me Fack thou art much in the right: 


I believe thou art a Wich. I knew as well Man 
Tram. What did you know ? "" 
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Mal Why 1 krew thee to be an arch Wagg ard an 
nest Fellow! Ah Rogue prithee kits me! the Rogue's 
| aur of Humour, uh 
Dum No Sir! I dare not uſe you ſo like a Friend, 
you muſt deſerve it beter firſt. 3 | 
© Mal. Look you Fack, the truth of the Buſineſs is, Tam 
e But the Love | have to fee the us ne ſs go for- 
ward. may perſwade me to much. | | 
Dum Then preſently reſolve entirely to diſown and 
jure all the Intelligenee you gave Goeodvile, or promiſe 
to your ſelf that where-ever next I meet you, I cut 
Throat upon the ſpot. 
Mal. But hark you, Fack, how ſhall I come off with 
| theBufineſs? I hail be kick'd and us'd very ſcurvily Far 
the Truth i, I did tell —— 
Trum. What did you tel? | 
| Mal. Why | told bim, you Kare. 1 wor teh? you 
little cunning Curr, I told him all, Man! | 
Tan. All. Sir! OE 3 
Mal. Ay hang me like a Dop. ail. hurt Madam you : 
ith } muſt pardon me, there was tot 2 Word of it true. I 
Tam. And what do vou think to do with your {elf ? 
Mal. Do? why Fil deny ir all again Man, every Word 
of it, as impudently as ever | at firft affirm'd it; Mey 
| be hell Kick me, and beat me, and nſe me like 4 Dog, 
Mn — That's nothing, norking at all, Man, do not 
- value it this ! | Pulls ont a Fer. Tramp and p avs. 
Trum. And this Sir, you'll ſtand ro, ? 
Wat. It I do not, hang me up for a Sign at a Bawdy- 
bouſe-door ; [1 the mean time I'll retire and peruſe 2 
young Lampoon, which ] am lately the bappy Father of. 
| Tram. Nay Sir! you are not to ſtir from ine! 
Enter Lettice. 
Let. Oh Madam! ſhite tor your felf. Madam Viforia 
rt me to tell you that my Maiter is return'd, aud that 
Ide pretend to come a Maſquerader. 0 
II Mal. Well! ſince it muit be fo, I'll deny all indeed: 
git: J what an excellent Fellow might I have bern? Some men 
now with my ſtock of Honeſty, and a little more Gra- 


| ity, would have made a Fortune. Well: I have beer 2 
Mal. O 2 lazy 


” 
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— 5 gue ; aud never knew till now that I was fit for 
| » 1. 

Mrs. Good. Mr. Goodvile in Maſquerade, ſay you? 
Let. Y+s, Madam ana two Wemen with him; Madam, 
they ate juſt now alip hted. 
Mis. Good. Women with him! nay then he comes tri. 
_uTpþl-niy wdced. Mr. Truman, do you retire with Me. 
lagene. Ii: it y bere arid receive this Machiavel in Dif. 
guite, Nov, oe more let me invoke all the Arts of 
Aff cta on. al be Revenge. tile counterfeit P.Ni-ns. pre. 
tend d Love, prerer oed Jraluute, pretended Rape, and 
in tum the very 5 niuvs of my S x O my Aſſiſtance. 
Ener Goodviie and 0thers Maſqued. 
So! here they come: Now this Throw tr all my future 
Peace. Who war's there? {Enter Servants, 
Good. Madam! you'll excuſe this Freedum. 
Mrs. Good. You cblige me by ufing it: Let all the 


Company knuw that theſe Noble Perſons of Quality have | 


honour's me wirh their Prefer ce: Let the biddles be 
ready, ar.d fee the Bai quet pre par d; and let Mr. Truman 
come to me iuſtantly; I cannot live a Minute, a Moment 
without bim. | 

Good. D: iicate Devil! | 

Mis. Good. Sir! ler me beg your Patience for a Me- 
ment nt 1 80 and pu. things in Order fit tor your 
Rece tion. IE. 

Grod. Fontmen ! take care that the Enpines wbict [ 
haie order'd be ready when I cal! tor em. Truman, | 
ſer, is a Mn of punctual Aſſigua ion; and my Wie is a 
Ferſca very adroit at theſe Matters; ſome hot: brain d, 
Hora · mad Cuckold now would be tor cutting of Throat 
bur | am ctolv'd ta turn a civil, tober, diſcreet Perion, 
ard hateblaod-thed: No: Pl) manage the matter fo tem- 
perately that II catch her in tis very Arms, then civilly 
diſcard h-r Bay ani Baggage, wiulit you my dainty Doxies 
take Pi ſſeſſion of her Privileges, and enter the Territe- 
ries wih Colours fl, ing. | 

1 Hom. And ſhall l keep my Coach, bir. Goodvile. 

Geed. Ay aud Six, my lovely Rampanr, Nay, thou 
halt every Morning {weoop the Exchange . 
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eln gawdy Bawble thou cant firſt grow fond of: 
tad after Noon at the Theatre exalted in 2 Box, give 
ladience to ev'ry trim amorous rwiring Fop of the Cor- 
ner, that comes thirh-r to make a noil-, hear no Play, and 
dos himſelf; thou ſhire. mv Bana RO. 

1 Worm. But Mr. Goodwite, Wat thail I dn then? 

Good. Ob! thou! Voc u th 1} be my more peculiar Pink, 
ny Houſe-keeper, my Neceſſary Sin; gyanage all th' At- 
un of my Eftare and F.mily. ride up and down in my 
wn Coach arrended by my own Foormen ; Noſe my 
Vite where-c'er you mee”, an] it | hid any, breed my 
(Children. Oh what a dehcius Lite ill this be! 
Fm. Her you Sir; the Files? [| Fiddler without. 

G Oh the Proceſſi i coming, put on your Viſors, 
nd ablerve the Ce emen. 
uur Truman, Mrs, (Goo ve, Caper, Saunter, L Squeamiſh, 

Camila, with Fiddles, a Letter. 

Mrs Good, Mr Caper, Mr. Sauter, you are the Life 
xd Soul ot all good Company; e mmend me any thing, 
command my Houſe, that and ail Freedom are yours. 
Caper. Miiques, my Life, my Joy, my Top ©: Happi- 
wh! Sir your humble Servant, by your leave, Madam 
fall you and [ touie and rumble together in the Drawing- 
wm hard by tor halt an Hour or fo? (lan? [Cuce. 
dun Fa toldara, toldara Oc. Ah Midam what do you 
ar a Maſque tor? Have you never 2 Noſe, or but one 
he? Let me {ce how you are furniſh'd? 
em. Sir, it | want any thing tis to be doubted you 
nor lupply me. 

God, So! ſure chis muſt come to ſomething anon! 

Mrs. Good, Ah were but Mr. Geedvile here now, wha* 
wpy Day might this be! But he is melancholy and 
on in the Country, ſummoning in his Tenants and 
* Rents, that ſhining Pelf that muſt fuppor: me in my 
Gd. Is he then, Madam, fo kind a Hucband ? 
Ws. Good. Oh the muit indulgent Creature in the 
Ll! what Hu:band but he, Mr. Truman. would have 
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chou 1 aas ſuch Free- 
1, to er! my Days in Triumph as 1 do, to Sacri- 
ke p cy”: _ 
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fice my Self my Soul, and all my Senſe to the 

of all my Joys my Conqueror 228 _ 
Cam. Hcav'as, Madan? , you'll provoke him beyond all 


Mrs. Good Who, Mr. Good ile! which way ſhall it rexch 


his K:owledge? no, we'll be 2s fecre' —— 

Trum As we are happy. So {ubnily lay the Scene of 
all our Joys, that Envy or Malice, nay the very Huzband 
himiclf and Malagene to boot, well hir d to the Culinels, 


all ne er diicover us. 


Mrs. Goed Oh diſcover us! a Hucband diſcover vs! | Po 


were he indeed as jeslous as he has Reaſon, I could no 
more appreherd Ditcovery thau a Kindnels rom bim. 
Good. T. is Impudence is fo rank, that I can hold no 
longer. S:y vu to, Madam? He aun mas. 
Mrs. Goc. Où a Gboſt! a God! five me, fave me. 
Mr. Truman, ice ſee Mr. Gobi s Spirit? fure ſome bats 
Villain has murdet'd bim, and iis angry Ghoſt is come 
to revenge it on me. | 
| Good. No M.dam, fear nothing. I ama very harmleſs 
Goblin, though you are a little ſhuck'd at the fight of me. 
Caper. Ha, ha, ha. Goodvile return d? Dear Frank! 
San. Honeſt Goodvile, thou fect dear Soul we are free 
here in thy Abſence. 
Good. 1 fee you are Gentlemen. and ſhall rake an op- 
portunity to return the Favour. Footmen be ready. 


receive him to my Arms; welcome ten thouland, thou- 

ſand, thouſand times. Dear Sir, how does my Picture in 

the Gallery do ? a 
Good. Oh Madam, it look'd fo very charmingly, thatl 


had no power to flay longer from the dear loving Ort 


Mrs. Good. So now begins the Battel, 
Good, Well Madam, and tor your Sett of Fools here; 
to what End and Purpoſe have you decreed them in this 


new Model of your Family? I hope you have not deſigud 


em for your own Ule? 


Mrs. Good. Why Sir, methinks you ſhould not grudge | 


me a Coxcomb or two to pais away the time witha, 
fince you had taken your dearer Converſation gy” 
00 


Mrs. Good. But is it really Mr. Goodvile then? let me | 
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| your Exe PI! give it a Title Veat my felt : 
| lows, alis! jealous of Truman, are you? 


Garden laſt Night? were 


Good. No Madam, I underſtand your Diet better : a 
fool is too {quob and tender a Biz for your fierce Ar- 
: you are for a fubſtantial Diſh, a Man of Heat and 


Honour, ſuch as Mr. Truman | know i is, and 1 doubt not 
{ will do me Reaton. 


Tum. Ay, Sir, whenever you'll demand it. 


Mrs. Good, Nay Sirs, no quarielling I beſeech you ; 


what would you be at, Sir? 
Good, At reit. Madam, like an honeſt Smil ſhrink up. 
my Horns into my She, and if poſſible hold a quies 


| Poſſeſſion of it. 


Mrs. Good. I hope I have done nothing that may d. 
furb your Quier, Sir. 

Geod. Nothing Madam, nothing in the leaſt; how is it 
poſſitie that any thing ſnould dilturb me! a S7, a Beetle, 
aDroan of a Hus band. a meer Utenſil a Block tor you to 


faſnion all your Fullchood on, whilſt I muſt ſtill be ſtu- 


pid, bear my Office and never be diſturb'd, I 
Mrs. Good, So, no your Heart is opening ; and for 
You are * 


Good. And I have no rcalon Madam, tho' I come and 
atch you in hs Arms, rowling and throwing your 


wan'on Ey es like Fireballs at his Heart? oh what an in- 
ulgeat Creature s Mr. Goodvile ! f2 ſeaſonably 
| draw and leave you Miſtreſs of fuch — To ſpend 


to wich- 


your Days in Triumph as you do, to facrifice your Self, 
your Saul. and Senſe to him; the Lord ot ail your Joys, 


jour Conqueror and Protector. 


Mrs, Good. I am glad to find my Plot fo well ſucceed: 


Iknew ot your Jealouſie laſt Night, knew too your Jour-- 
ey out of Town was bur a Pretence, in hope to return“ 
and ſurprize me with Truman. I was inform'd too of 


your Return but now, and your Diſguiſe; I knew you 
through ic ſo ſoon as I faw you, and therefore l acted all 
that Fondneſs to Truman before your Face. It was all 


be Revenge I had within my Power. 


Cad. Can you deny your being wich Truman in the 
you not there ſo * 


deen the broad Eyes of Fools might ſee? 
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Mrs-Good. What Fool? What Villa have you, dues 
accuſe me ? | 8 

Good. One, who though he rarely told Truth before, | 
will be ſure to do it n»w ; Malagene, your Kinſman | 
Milagene, a hopetul Bra ch of your own Stock. 

Trum. The Raſcal dires not own it. 

Good. But he ſhall Sir, though you protect him. 

Trum. Twas balely done to let a Spy upon your Friend, 
after the Trick you had plaid me with Victoria. 

Good. Baſely done? 

Tram. Yes, b:icly Sir. | 

Gord. Death, you lie Sir! why do I trifle thus when 
I have a Sword by my Side? 

Caper. Nay, lock you Frank! you had better be patient, 

lere ſhall be nothing done, therefore pray put up. 
Enter Velen ine. 

Val. What, again quarrelling? Goodvile, this muſt not 
be. Truman is my Friend, ard it he has dune you wrong, 
I'll engage ſhall make you Satisfaction. 

San. Ay, ay prithe Man, take ſome other time, and 
don't quarrel] now and ſpoil good C:mpany, 

Good. Death! you dancing, talking, metled, frisking 
R. gues ſtand off! Oh I Lad forgur— Footmen, where 
are ye? {Þ 


Enter Fos men | 1 
Here, take away theſe Butte: flies, and do ſpeedy Exeen — 

tion upon em as I order d; do it inſtantly. 
Caper. Na; Frank! what's all this for? 
hoxe to live. 


Saum. Nay Goodvile prithee now, as 1 
Enter Malagene. | 
» Good Away with 'em -— [Ex. with Caper andSaunter. 

Now for Malagene — Oh, here he comes Madam, who 
will retre ſh) our Memory) Speak Sir, as you tende Life 
— Limb, whom did you fee together in the Garden lat 

th! ? 

Mal. H: !=—=no body! 

Good, Were nt Truman and my Wife there, to your 
Kn wledye, privately ? ee 5 

Mai, Ha, ba, ha Child! no: a 
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Grd: Did you not tell me that you overheard em 
„ qa 


"St — Devils! this Fellow has been tampe 4 
withal and inſtructed to abuſe me. This is all Con 
yance, 2 ſtud y d Scene to fool me of my Reaſon. 
d, Enter Footmen. 
Here, take him hence and harueſs him with the other 
wo, till he confeſs the Truth. 
Mrs. Good. He ſhall not go, touch him who dares: 
en Muſt People then be forc'd and tortur'd to accuſe me 
| falſely? Ah Mr. Gosdvile, how havel Ceſery'd this at your 
it, ] Hands? Let not my good Name be rav ſh'd trom me: it 
have reſolv'd to break my Heart, kul me now quick» 
, and put me out of pain [ Mal. runs away. 
| Good, Nay Madam, here is that ſball yer convice —— 
fee here a Letter from ur Lover left tur you in a pri- 
me Corner; hear me read it. And if you have Modeſty 
enough left, bluſh. 


Reads. If Goodvile goes out of Town this Mining, let me 
un ef it, that I may wait on you and till you the reſt of my 
Heart. „—:: dc. 

Truman. 


Mrs. Good. Death and DeſtruRtion! it was all my own 
Contrivance : madded with your J-alvutie, L (caught all 
| ways to vex you. I counterteited it with my own Hand, 
and left it in a Place where you might be ſure to find - i-. 
To convince you tarther, fee here a Caution ſent me juſt 
] before by one whom you have truſted and loved too much 
= tor my Quiet: Peruſe i, and when you have done, cor.- 
wo | fder how you have uſed me, and how I have deferv'd it. 
fe Oz! [Gives Victoria Leiter. 


5 A 


a . 2 


Cad. Reads. Journey out of Jom is 4 Pretence 
turn and ſur prix believe by this Diſcovery lar 
1 — Victor ua. h 


11 has ſhe betray d me ? nay then, I pronounce there 
1. à 80 Truſt nor Feich in the Sex, By bHeay'n in every 
=  £* 88 Cond:- 


ow 


o3 Frx1tnp$Snry i FaSHtox, 
Condition they are Jilrs, all falſe from the Bawd to the 
Babe 


this Minute never expect Lil fre your Face again: No, 
Fil leave you to be bappy at your own Choice. Love 
where you pleaſe, and be as free as it I ncer had had 


Relation to you. I ſhall take care to trouble you no 


more, but wiſh you may be happier than cver yet ! 

Good. Stay Madam. 

Mrs. Good, No Sir, I'll be gone; I will not ſlay 2 mo- 
ment longer; inhuman, cruel, falſe Traitor! wet thy 
now languiſhing on thy Knees, profirace a: m Feet, ready 
to grow Mad with thy own Gui, I would not ſtop nur 
turn my Face to fave thee from Deſpair. 

_ Good. You ſhall. 

Mrs. Good. For vehat ? 

Good. To let the World ice bow much a Fool 1 cas 
be: Art thou Innocent ? 

Mrs. Good. By my Love I am; I never wreng'd you; 
but you have undone me, ruin'd my Fame and Quiet. 


by What Mouth will not be full of my D:iYonour ? Rence. | 


forth let all my Sex remember me, when they'd upbraid 
Mank ind for Baſeneſs : Oh that I could diffemble longer 


with you, that I might to your Torment perſwade you 
til all your j:aloutics were juſt, aud 1 as intamovs as 


yeu are cruel. | | [Ex. in a Rage, 
Good. Get thee in ten and talk to me no more; there's 


ſomething in thy Face will make a Foo! cf me, and there's 


s Devil in this Buſineſs, which yet I cannot diſcover. 
Truman, if thou halt en joy d her, I beg thee keep it cloſe, 
and if it be poſſible let us yer be Friends. 3 

Trum. Tis not my Fault it we be Foe:, 

Good. But now to my Fools; bring em forth and let 
us {ce how their new Equipage becomes em. Oh dear 
Valentine! how does the lair Camilla? | 

Val. Faith Sir, ſhe and I have been diſpatching a trifling 
Aff ur this Morning, gommonly call'd Niatrin nt. 

Good, Mgrry 0! nay, then there is ſo e Comtort ye", 
that thou en into the Sure — Valentine! look to 


* her, 
_— 4 \ 


Mrs. Good. Now Sir, I hope I may withdraw ; from 


* * 4 | i * 4 - . 
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| ber; keepheras ſeeret as thou wou dſt a Marder, hadſt thou - 

] commirted one: Truſt her not wich thy deareſt Friend; 

| fhe has Beauty enough to corrupt him. 

de Caper and Srunter, their Hands ty'd behind em, 

Fools Caps on their Heads, Caper with one Leg d up, 

, Saunter gagg'd. | 

See here thete Rogues how like themſelves they look. 

Now. you paultry Vermin, you Rats that run ſqueaking 

from Houſe to Houſe, up and down the Town; that no 

Man can eat his Bread in quiet for you. Take warning 

| of what you tee}, and come not near theſe Doors again 

I on peril of Hanginy. Here, diſcharge them of their Pu- 

i j} niſhment, and ſee em forth the Gates. 

„iter Lad) Squeamiſh. Sir Noble Clumſey and Victoria. 

j | L. Squeam. Oh G-l}ln's your humble Servant. Dear 

| Mr. Goodluile be plea-'d to give my Kinſman, Sir Noble, 

joy: His bas dene timtelt the Honour to marry your 
Couſia I whom now 1 mult be proud to call mf 

> | Relation, ſince ſhe has accepted of the Title of my Lady 

; { Cium. Ay Sir, I am marry'd, aad will be drunk again 

I too before Nivhe, as fimp'y as I ſtand here. 


W—_= wW ow FT Oo — : 


|| Gord. Sir Noble marry*d? to Vidoria too? nay then in 
{ fright of Mi-turtunes —— 


| 

a 

= This Day ſhall be a Day of Jubilee, But firſt, 
3 Good People all that my fad Feriunè fee, 

I beg gen to take war, ing here by me; 


Marriage aud Hanging g Deſtiny. 

Eſpecialiy you gay y6:/7 114rry d Rades, 
Beware and beef your if i225 em Balls and Maſquerades; 
[ Ex, Omnes. 


EPI. 


EPILOGUE, 
Spoken by Mrs. Barrey. 


1 Sirs, if now my Spouſe and 1 ſhould part, 
| To which kind Critick ſhall I give my Heart? 
Stay, let me lock; not one in all the Place 
But has a ſcurvy froward damning Face. 
— 'd then on the Poet's Fall? 
Go je re ill-natur'd, ugly Devils all. 
The Marry d Sparks, I kzow, this Play will curſe 
For the /ife s ſake; but ſome of em have worſe, 
Poets abe mſelt os their own ill luck have wrought. 
Tow ne'er had learnt, had not their Quarrels taught: 
But as m the diſturbance of a State, 
Each factions Maggot thinks of growing great: 
So when the Poets firſt bad jarring Fits, 
Tom all ſet wp for Criticks, and for Wits: | | 
Then ſtr aight there came, which ceſt you Mother's Paine, 
Songs and Lampoons in Luiers from your Brains: 
Labels, like ſpurious Brats, run up and down, 
Which thei dull Parents were aſham d to on, 
But zented em in others nan e like Whores 
That lay their Baſtards down at honeſt Doors. 
For ſhane leave off this higling way of I ic. 
Railing broad and roaring m the ie. 
Let Poets live in Peace in et write, 
Ei may they al to puniſh you unite; 
Tom in cre Fo ce 10 ſiitdy to abuſe ye, 
An. I beach your ies and M [ſes how to 17 ye. 


1 
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| Soldiers Fortune. 
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recitas meut eſt, O Fidentine, libellus, 
ed male cum recitas incipit efſe iuus. 
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DEDICATION. 


Ar. BENTLEY, 

Have often (during this Play's be- 
= ES ing in the Prefs) been importun'd 

for a Pretace; which you, I ſup- 


wing in indication of the Ce- 
medy: New to pleaſe you, Mr. 
| Bentley, I will as briefly as | c2n 
ſpeak my Mind upon that Occaſion, which you 
may be pleas'd to accept of, both es a Dedication 
to your ſelf, and next as a Preface to the Book, 
And J am not a little Proud, that it has hap- 

'd into my Thoughts to be the firſt who in 
theſe latter Years has made an Epiſtle Dedicatory 
to bis Stationet: ft is a Complement as Rea ſon- 
| able as it is Juſt. For, Mr, Bentley, you pay ho- 
| n:fily for the Copy, and an Epiſtle to you is a fort. 
of an Acquittance, and may be probably welcome; 
| when to a Perſon of higher Rank and Order, it 
| looks like an Ovligation for Praiſes, which he 
| knows he dhes not deſerve, and therefore is very 
wwilling to part with ready Mony for. 

As to the Y indication of this Comedy, between 
Friends and Acquaintance, I believe it is poſſible, 
that s much may be faid in its behalf, as here- 
| tofore has been tor a great many others. But of 
| al the Apith Qualiti2s about me, I have not that of 
| being fond ut wy own Hae ; nay, I muſt confeſs 
my ſelf a very unnatural Parent, for when it is 
once brought into the World, E'en let the Brat 


The DzDdricarron © 
The ObjeQions made againſt the Merit of 
poor Play, I muſt rents, are very — 
Firſt, ſays a Lady that ſhal! be nameleſs, be. 
cauſe the World may think civilly of her; Fogh! 
oh Sherrex, tis ſo filthy, ſo bawdy, no modes 
Woman ought to be ſeen at it: Let me die, it 
has made me fick: When the World lies, Mr. 
Bensley, if that very Lady has not eaſily digeſted 


wards Paddington, and never made a Face at it: 
But your true Jilt is a Creature that can extrad 
Bawdy out of the chaſteſt Senſe, as eaſily as 3 
Spider can Poiſon out of a Roſe: They know true 


fectly as Falſtaff did the true Prince by Infline, 
They will ſeparate the true Metal from the Allay, 
let us temper it as well as we can: ſome Women 
are the Touch-[tones of Filthineſs. Though l 


have heard a Lady (that has more Modeſty than 


any of thoſe She-Criticks, and | am ſure more 
Wit) ſay, She wonder d at the Impudence of any 
of her Sex, that would pretend to underſtand 
the thing call'd Bawdy. So, Mr. Bentley, for 
ought | perceive, my Play may be innocent yet, 


and the Lady miſtaken in pretending to the Know- 


ledge of a Myſtery above her; though, to peak 
honeftly, ſhe has bad befides her Wit a liveral E- 
ducation; and, if we may credit the World, has 
not buried her Talent neither. 


This is, Mr. Bentley, all 1 can ſay in behalf of 


my Play: Waerefore I throw it into your Arms; 

make the beſt of it you can; praiſe it to your 

Cuſtomers; Sell Tea Thouſand of them, if poſ - 
ſible, and then you will compleat the Wiſhes of 


Year Friend and Servant, 


Tuo. Orwar. 


a much ranker Morſel in a little Ale-houſe to. 


Bawdy, let it be never ſo much conceal'd, as per- 


s Smet 
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Moro eur, by the Lord Falllend. 
| With Grief we ſee you rawifh i from our Arms, 


| (Bu oh the ſad Remembrance of our Prime!) 


Ou ther mev1/(ant Heroes cold negiedt, 
Than we (prowok d by this Ungrazef..l Age ) 
Bear the hard Fate of our abhanden d Stage; 


And curſe the feeble Virtue of our Ch im: 

Conſe your falſe Hearty for rome fo falſe as they, 
And em ſe the Eyes that ſtole thoſe Hearts away. 
Remember Futhiefs Friends, th-re was a tune, 


When to our Arms with eager Foys ye flew, 

And we believ'd yo-.r treach rous Heart; as true 

As ter was Nymph if ours to one of you: 

But 4 me pow , Saint enjoys ye now; ® Pope Joan. 


 Faught with ſweet "ins and Ab/oiutions too: 
D ber are all your ien, Vows addreſt, 8 


She's both your Love. and your R-(;g1on 5 Teſt, 
The faireſt Pretus of her Time, and beſt. 

We ow»: her znore weſert ing far than Ts, 

4% Excuſe for your Iuconſtancy. 


Firſt to betray with Love, and then undo, 
A ho rid Crime y are all addicted to. 


| Lt 'twas wikndiy dove to leaue ws ſo: 5 


| Too ſoon, alas! your Appetites are cloy d. 
Aud Pinllts rules no more when once enjoy d: 


But all ra/h Oath of Love and Conſtancy, 
With the tor ſhort forgotten Pleaſures die: 


 Wailſh ſhe, poor Soul robb'd of her deareſt Eaſe, 


Still drudges on, with vain Deſire to pleaſe , 
ana reſtleſs follows you from place to place, 


| For Tributes due io her Autumnal Face: 


Diſerted thus by ſuch wngrateful Men, 

How can we hope you'll er retwn agen? 

Here's no new Charm to temft ye as before, | 
Wit now's our only Treaſure left in ſto e, 9 


Ab a Coyn will paſs with you no more: 


(True Bullies ! Dues when there's Danger near) 
Whew your great Souls, in damming Por: here. 


lou who ſuch dreadful Bullies would appear, C 


r * 9 * * 
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"ACTI. SCENE I. 
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i. 


Enter Beaugard, Courtine, 424 Fo urbin. 


B EAU GAR D. 
Pox o Fortune! Thou art always tei- 


zing me about Fortune: Thou riſeſt 
in a Morning with ill luck in thy 
Mouth; nay, never eateſt a Dinner, 
but thou ſigheſt two Hours after it, 
with thinking where to get the nent. 
Fortune be damn'd, ſince the World's =} 
Caur. As wide as it is, tis ſo throng'd and cramm'd 
with Knaves and Fools, that an honeſt Mn eim hardly” 
get a living in it. | — 
Beau. Do, rail, Couriin?, do: it may get thee Employ- 
ment. | * 
Cour. At you I ought to rail; *twas your Fault we leſt 
our Employment abioad, to come home and be Loyal: 
and now we as Loyally ſtarve for it. 
_ Did not thy Anceſtors do it before thee, — | 
| tell thee, Loyalty and Starving arc all ene. The | 
yang | 1 
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Eavalicrs got 1uch 2 Trick of it in the King's Exile, thar 
their Poſterity c uld never thrive ſince. b | thy 
Cour. * Fis a fine Equ page I am like to be reduc's to; 
FI hill be ere long as greatte as an Aſatia Billy ; this a 
$-ppinz2 Hat. pinn'd up on one fide, with « ſandy wer 
ther-beater. Per dirty Linnea, and to com the 
— 2 long ſcandalous Iron Sword jarring at my Heels; 


Bean. Snarling, thou meaneft, like its Maſter. 2 

Cour. My Compinton's the worthy Knight of the moſt 
N. be Order ot the Poſt: Your Peripaterick Philoſaphert 
of che Temple- walks, Rogues in Rags, and yet not honeſt; 
Villazrs that undervalus Damnation. fill forf vear them. 


ſelves for a Dinner, and hang their Fathers for half 6 


Crown. 


Beau. | am aſham d ro bear a Soldier talk of ſtarving, 


Cour. Why, what hall I de? I can't fteal ! 

Bean. Though thou can't not ſteal, thou hait other 
Vic's enough tor any iaduſtcious young Fellow to live 
com fortably upon. | | 

Cour. „ at, wouldſt thou have me turn Raſcal, and 
run chertins up and down the Town tor a liveli cod? 
I would no more keep 2 Blockhead company, and endure 
his n-uſeous Nonſenſe in hopes to get him, than | would 
be a Drudge to an od Woman, with rheumatick Eyes, 
hollow Teeth, and ſtinking Breath, for a Penſion: Ot all 
Rogues | would not be a Foolmonger. | 
Beaw. How well this Niceneſs becomes thee! Fd fain 
ſee thee een turn Parſon in a Pet, o' purpoſe to rail ar all 
thoſe Vices which I know thou naturally art fond of, 
Why furely an old Laa) 's Penſion need not be fo deſpi- 


_  Eable inthe Eyes ot a disbanded Officer, as times go, Friend. 


Cour. I 2m glad, Beangard, you think fo, 

Beaw. Why thou ſhult think ſo too, Man; be rul'd by 
me, and I'll bring thee into good Company, Families, 
Corrine. Families, and ſuch Fam'lics, where Formahbty's 
a ſcandal. and Pleaſure is he Bus neſs; where the Women 
are all Wanton, and the Men are all Witty, you Rogue, 

Corr. What ſome of your Worſhip's Fapping Acquain- 
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tance, that you made laſt time you came over ** 
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, - — your Lancla'y's Daughter, a Volunteer 
ing with you into France. 
Beaw. I'll bring thee Courtive, where Cuckoldom's in 
credit, and Lewdneſs laudable. where theu ſhalt wallow 
in Piecfures and Preterments, revel all Day, and every 
Night lie in the Arms ot melting Beauty, ſweet as Roſes, 
and as Springs retreſhing. 
on. Prirhee don't talk thus: l had rather thou would'ſt 
tell me where new Levies a1e to be rais*': a Px of 
_ bas not Mony to make em Com- 
fort 
Beaw, That ſhall ſhower upon us in abundance; and for 
inſtance, know to thy everlaſting Amazement, all this 
dropt aut of the Clouds to Day. 
Cour, Ha! Gold by this — 
Four. 
Bean. Ay, Gold ! dues it not mel} of the ſweet Hand 
{| that lent it? ſmel'——ſmel! you Dog — [To Fourbin. 
{Fourbin ſmells is the handful o Gold, and gathers up 
ſome pieces in his Month. 
Foxy. Iruiy, Sir, Ot Heavenly Sweetneſs; and very te- 


Cour. Dear, Beangard if thou haſt any good Nature 
in thee; if thou wouid it nt have me hang my felt betore 
{ my time, tell me where the Devil haunts that helpt thee 
to this, that | may go make a Bargain with him prefent- 
| |: Speak, ſpeak. or I am a loſt Nan. 

Beau. Why thou mutt know this Devil which 1 have 
zfiven my Soul to already, and muſt | fuppole have my 

| Body very tpecdily, lives I know not where, and may 
or ought | know be areal Devil; but it it be, tis the beſt 

mtatur'a Devil ander mrad e Dominion, that ilſwear to. 
1 Cour. but how cane the Gold, then? 

Beau. To decal freely with my Friend, I am lately hap- 
fen d into the Acqualutance of a very Reverend 

| * fue a dilcreer, tober, grez-bearced old Gentleman as 
aue would wiſh; as good a natur i publick-ſpirited Per- 
in nn the Nation holds; one that is never fo happy as 
wen he is oringing good People together, and prumc- 
* Uaderttandiug bet wixt the eres: Nay, — 
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than want Employment, he will go from ane end ofthe 
Town to other, to procure my Lord's little Dog to be 
civil to my Lady's little languiſhing Bitch, | 
Cour. A very worthy Member ot the Cammon. wealth! 
Bean. This noble Perſon one day ——bui F.urbin can 
ive y u a more particular Account of the maiter. Sweet 
| Een you pleaſe tell us the Story of the firſt Encounter 
* you and Sir Folly Fumble; you muſt know that's 
is Title, | 
Four. Sir, it ſhall be done—— Walking one Day upon 
the Piazza about three of the Clock i th' Afternoon, to 


get me a Ste mach to my Dinner, I chanc'd to encounter 


a Perſon of goodly Preſence, and worthy Appearance, bis 
Beard and Hair white, grave and comely, his Countenance 
ruddy, plump. ſmooth and ehearful; who perceiving me 
alſo equipt, as I am, with a Mein and Air which might 
wellintorm him I was a Perſon of no inconſiderable Quali- 
ty. came very reſpectiully up to me, and atter the uſualCe 


remonies between Perſons of Parts and Breeding had paſt, 


very humbly er quired of me what it was a Clock! 


I preſently under Hood by the Queſlion, that he wasa m 
of Parts and Buſineſs told him, I did preſume it was at 


moſt but nicely turn'd cf Three, 


Beam. Very Court-like, civil, qua int, and new, I think. 


Four. The freedom of Commerce encreaſing, after ſome 
little incon iderable Queſtions four paſſer le temps, and ſo; 
he was pleaſed to offer me the courteſie of a Glaſs of 
Wine: I told him 1 very ſeldom drank, but it he (o 


_- pleas'd, I would do my ſelf the Hondur to preſent him 


with a Diſh of Meat at an Zatiag- louſe hard by, wherel 
had an Intereſt, | 

Cour. Very well: I think this Squire of thine, B 
is 2s accomplit}'d a Perion as any of the Employment | 
ever (aw. | 

Bear. Let the Rogue go on. 

Four. In ſhort we agreed and went together: As 
ſoon as we entered the Reom, I am your moſt humble 
Servart, Sir, ſays he——1 am the meaneſt of ur 
Vaſlals, Sir, {aid I————} 2m very bappyin lighting 
into the Acquam'ance of ſo worthy a Gentleman as 


ju} 
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to be, Sir, ſaid he again Worthy, Sir Fol- 
then came I upon him again on Uother fide (for you 
' muſt know by that time | had groap'd out his Title) 
| kifs your Hands from the bottom ot my Heart, which 
| ſhall be always r-ady to lay at yuur Feet. 
| > Cour. Well, Fourbin, and what repl, d the Knight then? 
Foxr. Nothing, he had nothing to fay; his Senſe was 
| tranſported with admiration of my Parts; fo we fat down, 
| and after ſome paule, he deſired to know by what Title 
he was to diſtinguiſh the Perſon that had fo highly ho- 
Bear. That is as much to fay, Sir, whoſe Raſcal you 
were 


” 


Sir. you may make as bo'd with your poor Slave 
| 2s you plernſe——1 told h:m thoic tha” Ke me well 
dere pleas'd to call me the Cnevalier Fon bus. that | was 
1 Cadet of that ancient Family the Fourbincis ; and that 
I had the hor.our ot ſerving the great viunarch of France 
in his Wars in Flanders, where I con: racted great Famili- 
| ity, and Intimacy with a gallant Officer «t the Engliſh 
Troops in that Service, one Captain Beaugard. 

Bean. Oh, Sir, you did me too much Honour. What 
a truc-bred Rogue's this 7+ | | 

Our. Weil, but the Mony, Foxrom, the Mony. 

Pour. Beaugard hum Beaugard ſays he ay it muſt 
be fo——2 black Man, is he 10. ?—:y, fays 1 blackiſh-- 
dark brown—tull Face fly ſubtle obierving 
dhe? — the fame—1 ſtrong built well-made Man? 

| rght—1 deviliſh Fellow tor a Weach, a deviliſh Fellow 

for a Wench, | warrant him; a thundring Rogue 

 cccaſion, Beaugard! a thundring Feilsw tor a Wench, I 

| mult be acquainred with him. 

Cour, But to the Mony, the Mony, Man, that's the 
thing | would be acquainted witha!, 

Beaw. This civil Gentleman of the Chevalier's Acquaint- 
ance comes, yeſterday Morr.ing, to my Lodging, and 

ſeeing my Picture in Minature upon the Toylet, told me 
with the greateſt E. ſt.ſie in the World, that was the thi 
te came to me abou: : He told me there was a Lady 


Ws Acquaintance had ſome favourable thoughts «a 


* 
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and I gad, Gays be, fhe's a Hummer, 4 
ah-h-h. So without more ado begs me to lend it 


led wirh as great Joy as it he had found the 


L i; nnd 1118 me the Lady defir'd me to accept of 


withal, 2 well as with the Original. 
G. Hal.“ 

Bean. Now, whereabouts this taking 
me. the 
Ned the 

Cor, 


Devil rake me Ned it 1 know: But the Fury 
Fates? 


baieft; * [was Fortune made we » Soldier, « Rogue in 
,the Grievance of the Nation; Fortune made the 


Peace juſt when we were upon 
Fortune disbanded ue, and loft us two Months Pay: For- 
mne gave us Debentu/ es inftcad of ready Mony, and by 


F I fold and loſt heartil ,in | 
very Fo ne Mawes Bop on bl [| 
never 


get © x Shilling f. 
Beau. Leave off thy railing for ſhame, it looks like 2 
Cur that barks tur want of Bones Comes, Times may 
mend, and an honeft Soldier be in Faſhion agai eo_— 
Cour. Theſe greaſie, fat, unwieldy wheezing Rugues 
at home, and brood over their Bags, when a 
upon em, then if one of us paſs but by, all 
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Ag — bur to 2 Conventicie twice a Week, and 
t Scot and Lot tothe Pariſh, ſhall roar 2 
Rec- coat rake-hells! hout ye Cater pullars, ye 

Daren, ou re he Dog ther work alle 


: 
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it Dinner (for we cunchated to ext rogerder 1) 2 | 


picture, preſents me with the Contents a. 
Pifture, which the was much tranſported 


Quality lies in 


the brink of a War; then 


n | 
go | 
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aan. | muſt confeſs raviſhing ought to be regulated, 
* would deſtroy Commerce, and many a gocd ſober 


| Matron about this Town might loſe the felling of her 


er's Maiden-head, which were a great Grievance 
to the People, and a particular Branch ot Property I. 
Four. Your Worſhip's Pleaſure. | 
Dean. Run like a Rogue as you are, and try tos find Sir 
Foly, and defire him to meet me at the Blue Peffs in the 
Hay-Market about Twelve; we'll Dine together: I muſt 


inquire farther into Yeſte:day's Adventure; in the mcan 


{| time, Ned, here's half the Prize to be dcing withal ; old 
'F Friends muſt pre ſerve Correſpondence; we have ſhar'd 


goed Fortune together, and bad ſhall never part us. 
cur. Well, thou wilt certainly die in a Ditch far this; 


ut thou no more Grace than to be a true Friend, nay 


to part with thy Mony to thy Friend? I grant you, = 


| Gentleman may ſwear and lie his Friend, pimp for 


his Friend, hang for his Friend, and fo forth; but to 


with ready Mony is the Devil. — 


eam. Stand alide, either I am miſtaken, or yonder's 


| Sir Folly coming: Now Conrtine. will I ſhew thee the 


flower of Knighthood. Ah, Sir Foly! 
Enter Sir Jolly. 


doſt thou? Strong! wanton! laſty! rampant! hab, ah, ah! 
She's thine Boy, odd ſhe's thine, plump, ſoit, ſmoorh, 
wanton ! hah. ah, ah ! Ah Rogue, ab Rogue! here's 
Shoulders, ic e's Shape! there's a Foot and Leg, here's a 


[ $queaks like 4 Cat, and tickles Beangard's Legs, 


aur. What an old Geat's this / 


vir Fol. Child, Child, Child, who's that? A Friend of 
thine? a Friend o' thine? A pretty Fellow, odd a very 
petty Fellow, and a Rtrorg Dog 1'!l warrant him Hex 
bolt do, dear Heart? prithee let me kits thee, I'll ſwear 
md your 1 will kits thee; ha, ba, he, br, he, he, a Toad, a 
Teid, ob T'oa-4 4-40 | 

Ver, I. P 
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Beau. But e ad), Sir Folly, rhat Lady, how does 
Lidy, what foys tte Lady Sir Folly? f = 
Sw Fol. What lays the Lady! why ſhe ay ſhe 


ſay—— d ſhe as 2 delicat · Lip, luch a Lip, {o red, fa 


hard, ſo plus p, fo blub; 1 tancy I am eating Cherries. c. 
very time I think ont --— and for her Neck and Breaſts, 
and her -—- odds Lite; Lil lay no more, not a Word 
mor”, but 1 know, I know 

Beaw. | am (orry for that with all my Heart; do vou 
know, fay you. Sir, and would you put off your mum- 
bled Orts, your Offal upon m. 

Sir Fol. Huſh, buſh, huſh! have a care; as I live and 
breath, not 1 . alzack and well-a-day, lam a poor old Fel. 
low, decay d an undone: All's gone with me, Gentlemen, 
but my good Nature, odd love to know how Matters 
go tho now and tier, to ice a pretty Wench and a youn 
Fellow touze and rouze and frouze and mouze; odd 
love a young Fellow dearly, fairh dearly 


| Cour. This is the moſt extraordinary Rogue, I ever 


met withal. 
Beau. But Sir Joch, in the firſt place, you muſt know, 


I have ſworn never to marry. 


Sir Fol. | would not have thee. Man: I am 2 Batche- 


lor my ſelf, and been a Whore- Maſter all my Life; be- 
. fides the's — —_ * Husband's an old, 
greaſie, unto Q, natur'd, ven] 4 Tobacco-taking 
Cuckold; but plaguy Jealous, . 

Beam Already a Cuckold, Sir Folly, 

Sir Fol. No, that ſhall be; my Boy, thou ſhalt make 
him one, and ll pimp tor thee dear Heart; and ſhan't 1 
hold the door, ſhaa't I peep? hab, ſhan't I, you Devil, you 
little Dog, ſhan't I ?f— 

Beau. What ist Id not grant, to oblige my Patron? 

Sir Fol. And then duſt thou hear, I have a Lodging 
for thee in my own Houſe; doſt hear old Soul, in my 
own Houſe; ſhe lives the very next Door Man, there's 
but a Wall to part her Chamber and thine; and then 
for a peep Hole, odds Fiſh 1 have a peep-Hole for thee; 
bud I'll ſhew thee, Ill ſhew thee 

Beau. But when, Sir Folly? I am in haſte, impatient. 

Sir Fol. Why this very Night, Man; poor Rogue's in 
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haſte, poor Rogue; but hear 0 Cuur. 
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4nd b=ipeak Dinner at the Blue. Pots, while 1 ſtay behind 


' Whores, Sir Folly, that won't be affectedly ſqueamiſh and 
| troubleſome. 


dier that underſtands all his Exerciſe by Beat of Drum. 
deny Carle—true and trutty, and Mettle I'll warrant him, 


muſter this Evening ſuch a Regiment of rampant, roar- 


| you, talk Bawdy with you, fight with you, ſcratch with 
| you, lie with you, and go to the Devil with you. Shau't 


be a Fellow that is very wicked dearly ; methinks there's 
| Spirit in him, theres a fort of tantara rara; tantara 
um, ah, ah-h-h; well, and won't ye, when the Women 


{ intheir Copper trim, yonder ? 


ing: 1 love the Mall mightily. 
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Sir Fol. Shan't we dine together? 
Dean. With all my Hearr. 

Sir Fol. The Maw begins to empty, get yeu before, 


and gather up a Diſh of Whores tor a Deſert. 
Cour. Be ſure that they be lewd, drunken, ſtripping 


Sir Fol. I warrant you. 
Cour. 1 love a well diſciplin d Whore that ſhews all 
the Tricks of her Proteſhon with a ink, like an old Sol- 


Sir Fol. Ah Thief, ſay ſt thou (0! 1 muſt be better ac- 
quainted with that Fellow ; he has a notable Noſe; a hard 


Beam. Well, Sir Folly, you'll not fail us? 
Sir Fol. Fail ye! am I a Knight? hark ye Boys: Ill 


ing, royſterous Whores, that ſhall make more Noiſe than 
if all the Cats in the Hay-Market were in Conjunction: 
Whores ye Rogues, that ſhall ſwear with you, drink with 


we be very merry, ah! 

Cour. As merry as Wine, Women and Wickedneſs can 
make us. 

Sir Fol. Odd that's well ſaid again, very well ſaid; as 

y as Wine, Women and Wickedneſs can make us: 1 


come, won't ye, and ſhall I not fee a little Sport amongſt 
you? well get ye gone; ah Rogues, ah Rogues, da, da, 
I'll be with you, da, da Exeunt Beaug. and Court. 
Enter ſeveral Whores, and three Bullies. 

1 Jul. In the Name of Satan, what Whores are thoſe 


1 Whore. Well, Pil (wear, Madam, tis the fineſt Even- 


2 But, Let's huzza the Bulkers. 
P 2 2 Whore, 
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2 K lere. Really, and fo do 1; becauſe there's always 
Ga oa 


good Company, and one meets with ſuch 
every Body. 
3 Bui. Damn'd Whores, hout ye Filthies. 

3 Whore. Ay, and then I love extreamly to ſhew my 
ſelt here, when I am very fine. to vex thoſe poor Devils 
that call themſelves Virtues, and are very ſcandalous and 
erapiſh, IM (wear; O crimine, who's yonder! Sir Folly 
Fumble, I vow. 8 | 
© Bu. Fogh! let's leave the naſty Sows to Fools, and 
Dilcafes. | 

1 Whore. Oh Papa, Papa! where have you been theſe 
two Days, Papa? 7 

2 Whore, You are a precious Father indeed. to take no 
more care of your Children; We might be dead for all 
you, you naughty Dady, you. | 

Sir Fol. Dead, my poor Fubſes! odd I had rather all the 
Relations | have were dead, a Dad | had: Get you gone 
yeu little Devils Bubbies; oh Law there's Bubbies! odd 

I u bite em, odd I will. 

1 Whore. Nay, fie, Papa; I ſwear you'll make me an- 
gry, except you carry us, and treat us to Night; you have 
promis'd me a Treat this Week, won't you Papa? 2 - 

2 hore, Ay, won't you, Dad? | 

Sir Jol. Odds fo, odds fo, well remember'd! get you 
gone, don't ſtay talking; ger you gone, yonder's a great 

{ Lord. the Lord Beaug ard, and his Couſin the Baron, the 
4 Count, the Marquils, the Lord knows what, Monſicur | 
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Csurtine newly come to Town, odds fo. 
5 tore. Oh Law, where Dady, where? Oh dear, a 
Lerd, 

x Ifhore. Well you are the pureſt Papa; but when be 
dey mun. Papa | | 
Sir Fel. | wor tell yon, you Gipfies, fo I won't 
except you tickle me bud they are brave Fellowe, all 
tall, and not 4 Bit ſmall; odd one of em has a dey.liſh 
deal of Mony. 8 | 

1 Whore. On dear, but which is he, Papa? 
2 Whore. Shan't 1 be in love with him, Dady ? 
Sir Fol. H hat n Body tickle me no Body tickle me? not 
yet, tickle me a little Mall — tickle me a little Femy— . 
da, He be he he he be —— [They tickle him. 


S 
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No more, oh dear, oh dear! poor Rogues, fo ſo, no more, 
nay, if you do, if you do, odd I VI Vi | 
3 Where. What will you do t. o.]. ? 
| Sir Fol. Come along with me, come along with me, 
fgeak after me at a Diſtance, that no Body take notice; 
ſninging Fellows Mally—ſwinging Fellows Fenn, à de- 
yiliſh deal of Mony: get you atore then you little Dip- 
pappers, ye Waſpe, ye Wagtails, get you gone; I fa 
ſwinging Fellows —— [ Excunt Sir Jolly, with the Whores, 
Enter Lady Dunce and Sylva, | 
L. Dunce. Die a Maid, Syria fic for Shame! what 4 
{ ſcandalous Reſolution's that? five thouſand Pounds to 
your Portion, and leave it all to Hoſpitals, for the inno- 
cent Recreation hereatter of leading Apes in Hell? ſie foe 
| ſhame! | | 
| Sylu, Indeed ſuch another charming Animal as youe 
Conſort, Sir David, might do much with me; tis an un- 
zeakable Blefling to lie all Night by a Horle-!oad of Di- 
es; a beaſtly, unſavory, old. groaning, gruntizg, 
| wheazing Wretch that ſmells of the Grave he is going ta 
1 already. From ſuch a Curſe, and Hur-cloth next my 
Skin, good Heiv'n deliver me! 
I. Dunce. Thou miſtakeſt the Uſe of a Husband, Sylwis, 
They are not meant for Bedtellows; heretotore indeed 
was a fulſom Faſhion, to le o' Nights with a Husband; 
but the World's improv'd, and Cuſtom's alter d. 
lv. Pray inſtruct me then what the Uſe of a Husbind is. 
| L. Dunce. Inſtead of a Gentleman Uſher for Ceremo— 
nies fake to be in waiting on ſet Days, and particular Oc- 
ciſions; but the Friend, Couſin, is the Je vel unvaluable. 
be glu. But, Sir David, Madam, will be difficult to be ſo 
| govern'd; I am miſtaken if his Nature is not too jealous 
2 to be blinded. 
11} , L. Dance. So much the better; of all, the jealous Fool 
* | weakeſt to be decciv'd: For oblerve, where there's 
Jaloufie there's always Fondneſs; which if a Woman, as 
he ought to do, will make the right uſe of, the Husband's 
Fears ſhall not ſo awake him on one tide, as his Dotage 
ot |} Wl blind him on the other. 
— I.. Is your Piece of Moktality ſuch a deting Doddle, 
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L. Dance. No, but he has the Vanity to think that Tani 
very fond of him; and if he be jealous, tis not fo much 
bor tear 1 do abuſe, as that in time I may, and therefore 
impoſes this Confinement on me; tho' he has other diver. 
tiſe ments that take him off from my Enjoyment, which 
make him fo loathſome no Woman but muſt hate him. 
 Sylv. His private Divertiſements I am a Stranger to. 
L. Dunce. Then for his Perſon (is incomparably _— 
he has ſuch a Breath. one Kiſs of him were 
cure the Firs of the Mother, dis worſe than % Pg | 
Sylv. Oh hide ous! | 
L. Dunce. Every thing that's naſty he aſſects, clean Lin- 
nen he tays is unwholiome; and to make him more char- 
ming, he's continually eating of Garlick ard chewing 
Tobacco. 
$ylv. Fogh! this is Love! this is the bleſſing of 1 
mony! | 
| 8 Rail not ſo unreaſonably againſt Love, Sylv 44 
As | have dealt freely. and . edged 8 5 
Paſſion I have for Crs, ſo methinks, Sylvia need 
not conceal her good Thoughts of her Friend. Do not 1 
know Caurtine ſticks in your Stomach ? | 
Stu. If he does. Filaſſure you he ſhall never get to my 
Heart. But can you have the Conſcience to love another. | 
Man now you are married ? What do you think will be. | 
L 
L. Dunce I tell thee, Sylvia, I was never married to 
that Engine we have been talking of; my Parents indeed 
made me ſay ſomething to him after a Prieſt once, buc my 
Heart went not along with my Tongue, I minded not 
__ what it was: for my Thoughts, Sylvia for theſe ſeven 
Years have been much better inde 'd=—— Beaugard! Ah 
curſe on the Day that firſt ſent him into France! 
Suu. Why lo, I beſeech you? 
L Dunce. Had he ſtay'd here, 6 
to the Arms of this Monument of Man, for the Bed of 
Death could not be more cold, than his bas been: he 
would have delivered me from the Monſter, for even then 
I loved him, and was apt to think my Kindneſs notneg- 
1 5. I find indeed your Ladyſhip has good Pa 
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whale Sex 


L Dwnce. Surely tis impoſſible to think too well of 
km, for he has Wir enough to call his Good-nature in 
jon, and yet Good-nature enough to make his Wit 


Flv. But how do you hope ever to get fight of him? 


Sir David's Watchfulneis is invincible. I dare ſwear he 


wou d Imell out a Rival it he were in the Houſe, cnip 
Natural Ir ſtinct, as ſome that always ſweat when a 
Cat's in the Room. Thea again, Beawgard's a Soldier, 
and that's a thing the old Gentleman, you know, loves 
dearly. 
* There lies the greateſt Com fort of my uneaſic 
Lite; he is one ot thoſe Fools forſooth, that are led by 
the Noſe by Knaves to rail againſt the King and the Go- 
yernment, and is mightily fond of being thought of 2 
Party. I have had hopes this twelve-month to have heard 


of his being in the Gate Houſe tor Treaſon. 


Sylv, But 1 find only your ſelf the Priſoner all this vrhile. 
L. Dunce. At pr ſent indeed I am fo; but Fortune 


bepe will ſmile, woulu'ſt thou but be my Friend, Sia. 


Sv. In any miſchievous De tian with all my Hear, | 
L. Dunce The Concluſior, Madam, my turn to your 


Sitisfaction; but you have no Thoughts of Courts: e? 


Sylv. Not I, Pil affure you, Couſi 
L. Dunce You dou't think him well ſhap'd, ſtraiglit 


und prop>rtionable ? 


Hur. Conſidering he eats but once a Week, the Man 


; well enough. | 


L. Dunce. And then he wears his Cloaths, you know 
filthily, and like a horrid Sloven. 


Sv. biithily enough of all Conſcience, wich a thread- 
due Red-Coat, which his Taylor duns him for to this 
diy, over which a great broad greaſie Bufſ-Bele, enough 
to turn any ones Stomach bur a disbanded Soldier; a Per- 


que ty'd up in a Knot, to excuſe its want of Combing; 
then becauſe he has been a Man at Arms, he muſt 
wear two Tufflzs of a Beard torſouth, to lodge a 
bill of Snuff upon, to keep his Noſe in good humour. 
L. Dunce. Nay, now I am ſure that thou loveſt him. 
Si. So far from it, that I proteſt eternally againſt 
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L. Dunce. That time will beſt demonſtrate, in the mem 
While to our Buſineſs. 

Sylv. As how, Madam? 
L. Dance. To Night muſt I fee Beaugard, they are this 
minute at Dinner in the Hay Marker; now to make my 
evi] Genius, that haunts me every where, my thing call'd 
2 Husband, himſelf to aſſiſt his poor Wife at a dead lift, 
think would not be unpleaſant. 

Sylv. But 'twill be impoſſible, 


L. Dunce. I am apt to be perſwaded rather very eaſie; 


you know cur good and friendly Neighbour, Sir Jolh. 
Sy. Out on bim Beaft, he's always talking filthily to 


a Body; if he fits but at the Table with one, he'il be mak- 


ing naſty Figures in the Napkins. 
L. Dunce. He and my ſweet Yoke-Fellow are the moft 


intimate Friends in the World, ſo that partly out of neigh- 


bourly Kirdneſs, as well as the great delight he takes to 
be medling in matters of this Nature, with a great deal 
cf Pains and Induſtry he has procured me Beaugard's Pict- 
ure, and given aim to underitaud how well a Friend of 
his in Petticoats, call'd my ſelt, wiſhes him. 

Hi. Bur what's all this to the making the Husband 
inſtrumental, for I muſt confeſs of all Creature's a Hut» 
band's the thing that's odicus to me. 

L. Dunce. That mult be done this Night : L' inſtantly 
to my Chamber, take my Bed in a Per, and ſend for Sir 
David. 7 

Syiv. But which 2 muſt the Lover come? 

L. Dunce. Nay, Ill betray Beaugard to him, ſhew him 
the Picture he ſent me, and beg ot him as be tenders his 
own Honour, and my Quiet, to take ſome courſe to 
ſecure me from the ſcandalous Sollicitations of that inno- 
cent Fellow. : „ | 

Sylv. And ſo make him the Property, the Go-between, 
to bring the Affair to an Iſſue the more decently. 

L. Dunce. Right, Sylvia, tis the beſt Office a Husband 
can do a Wife; | mean an old Huzband ; bleſs us, to be 
yok'd in Wedlock with a paralitick coughing decrepid 
Dotrel, to be a dry Nurte all ones life-time to an old C 
of lixcy five, to lie by the Image of Death a whole age, 
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- this ſhall henceforth be my Prayer, 3 
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+ dull Immoveable, that has no Senſe of Life, but through 
its pains; the Pidgeon's 2s happy that's laid to a fick Man's 
Feet, when the World has given him over; tar my P irt 


be the Memory, nay double curſt, 
Of he that wedded Age for Intereſt firſt; 
Though worn with Years, with fruatleſs Aſhes full, 
'Tis all Day troubleſome, and all Night dull. 
Who wed with Fools indeed lead hatpy Lives, 
Fools are the fitteſt fineſt things for Wrves ; 
Ter old Men Profit bring, as Fools bring Eaſe, 
Aud both make Youth and Wt much better lea ſe 

| Exeune] 
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Enter Sir Jolly, Beaugard, C ur ine, and Fourbin. 


8 


| ur g R Folly is the Glory of the Ave. 


Sir Fol. Nzy, DC Sl. you hond ur me tuo far. 
Dean. He's the Delight of the yuung, aud Wonder of 


be old. 


Sir Fol. I ſwear Gentlemen you make me bluſh, 

Om. He delerves a aue in Gold, at the charge of 
the Kingdom. 
dir Fol. Out upan't, fie for ſhame: I proteſt III leave 
jour Company it you talk fo, but faith they were Whores, 
intily cutiful Strumpets, ha! udds-bud, they'd — have 
lript for ' other Bottle. | 

Bra. Truly Sir Folly, you are a Man of very Cx'raor- 
inary Diſcipline, I never ſa Whores under better com- 
mand in my Life. | 

vir Fol. Piſh, that's nothing Man, nott.ing; I can fend 
kr torty better when I pleaſe, Duxics that will ckip, ſtrip, - 
Ih, trip, and du any thing in the World. auy thing old 


Coy. Dear, dear Sir Folly, where and when? ; 3s 
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Beau. Indeed Sir Folly. a Knight fay you? | 
Sir Fol. Ay, but a little decay d; I'll aſſure you ſhe's 3 

yery good Gentlewoman born. Trek 
Cour. Ay, and a very good Gentle woman bred too. 
Sir Fol. Ay, and fo ſhe is. 

Dean. But Sir Folly, how goes my Buſineſs forward, 

when ſhall I have a View of the Quarry 1 am to fly at? 
Sir Fol. Alas a- day. not fo haſty, ſoft and fair I beſeech 

you. Ah my little Son of Thunder, if thou had her in 


thy Arms now between a pair of Sheets, and I under the 
Bed to ſee fair Play, Boy, Gemini! what wou'd become 


ot me? What wou'd become of me? there wou'd be 
doings oh Lawd, I under the Bed 


Bean Or behind the Hangings, Sir Folly, would not 


that do as well? 


Sir Fol. Oh no, under the Bed againſt the World, and 


then it wou'd be very dark, hah 

Beau. Dark to chule ! | 

Sir Fol. No, but a little Light would do well, a ſmall 
glimmering Lamp, juſt enough for me to ſteal a peep by; 
oh lamentable! oh lamentable, I won'c ſpeak a Word more; 


there would be a Trick ! oh rare! you Friend, oh rare! odds fo, 
not a Word more, odds fo, yonder comes the Monſter that 
muſt be, the Cuckold elect; ſtep, ſtep aſide, and obſerve him; 


if I hound be ſeen in ycur Company, *twou'd ſpoil all. 
Beau. For my Part Vil ſtand the meeting of him; one 
way to promote a good Underſtanding with a Wite, is 
firſt to get acquain ted with her Husband. 
Enter Sir David. | | 
Sir Davy. Well, of all hleſſings a diſcreet Wife is the 


greateſt that can light upon a Man of Years: Had | been | % 


married to any thing but an Angel now, what a Beall 


had I been by this time; well, I am the happieſt old Fool! | 


is an horrid Age that we live in, ſo that an honeſt Man 


can keep nothing to himſelf; if you have a good Eftate, 


every covetous Rogue is longing for't (truly I love a good 
© Eftate d-arly my ſel ;) if you have handſome Wife, every 


imonth-tac'd Coxcomb will be combing and cocking at 


her; fleth flies are not fo troublcſom to the Shambles, 
25 thoſe ſort of Inſects we to the Buxesin the Play. he uſe 
But Virtue is a gieat Ble ling, an unvaluable Treaſure; to 


tell me ker ſelt that a V.llain had tempted her, and give 
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be Villain in Effigie.¶ Pulli out the Picture] Odd a very hand- 
ſome Fellow, a dangerous Rogue 1'il warrant him; ſuch 
| Fellows as theſe now ſhould be fetter d like unruly Colts, 
d. that they may not leꝛp into other Mens Paſtures; here's a 
it? Noſe now, | cou d find in my Heart to cut it off; damn'd 
> | to dare to preſume to make a Cuckold of a Knight ! 
in {| dels us? what will this World come to! well poor Sir 
the | David, down, down upon thy Knees, and thank the Stars 
me | for thy Deliverance, 
be Bean. 'Sdeath what's that I fee? ſure tis the very Pict- 
| we which I ſent by Sir Folly; it fo, by this light I am 
not | Amnably Jilted. 
Sir Dav. But now if —— | 
and | Bea. Surely be does not fee us yet. 
| Four, See you, Sir. why he has but one Eye, and we 
ue on his blind fide; Pl, dumb found him. | 
TY OL [Strikes him on the Shou! dep, 
by; rr Dv. Who the Devil's this? Sir, Sir, Sir, who are 
jore; you, Sir ? RI | 1 NE 
is fo Bean. Ay, ay, tis the ſame; now a Pox of all Amo- 
that tus Adventures; 'sdeath III go beat the impertinent Pump 
bim: | fat drew me into this Fooling. | | 
I Sir Da. Sir, methinks you are very curious. 
one % 9h Sir, perhaps I have an extraordiuary Reaſon to 
* | Sir Da. And perhaps, Sir, I care not for you, ner your 
| Reaſon neither. 
s the | eas. Sir, it you are at Leiſure, I would beg the Ho- 
deen Pour to ſpeak with you. | 
Beaſt | Sr Dav. With me, Sir? What's your Buſineſs with me 
Fool! | Bear. I wou'd not williogly be troubleſome, though ic 
Man I Way be | am fo at this time. 
Rate, I Sr Dav. It may be ſo too, Sir. 
good Beaw. But to be known to fo worthy a Perſon as you 
every ve, would be fo great an bonour, fo extraordinary a hap- 
ng at Nez, that I could not avoid taking this Opportunity of 
nbles, tendering you my Service. | | 
xeule; ] Dev. Smooth Rogue, who the Devil is this Fellow ? 
re;o | EY MY [dds 
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witch her, it ſtrikes me dumb with admiration; here's 


me the very Picture, the Inchartment that he ſent to be- 
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U : nominate buſineſs, 
Sir, I defre with t ſpeed you can to know your by. 
ſineſe, Sir, that I may 
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d ] But Sir, you were pleaſed to 


go about my buſineſs. 
Beam. Sir, if I might with good mauners, I ſhould be 
glad to inform my felt, whoſe Picture that is, which you 
dave in your Hand; methinks it is very fine Painting. 


blance of a very impudent Fellow, they call him Captain 
Beaugerd forſooth, but he is in ſhort a Rakehell, a poor 
louſie beggarly disbanded Devil; do you know him 
Friend 
ran. I think I have heard of ſuch a Vagabond: the 

truth on t is he is a very impudent Fellow. 

Sir Dav. Ay, a daran'd Rogue. 

Beam. Oh a notorious Scoundrel. 
Sit Dav. lexpeEtco hear he's hang d by the next Seſſions. 


Beam. The truth en't is, he has deſery'd it long ago; 
but did you ever fee him, Sir David? | | 
Sit Dav. Sir =—docs he know me? [ Afede. 


Bea u. Becaule | fancy that Mignature is very much 
like him. Pray Sir, whence had it you ?—_ 
Sir Dav. Had it, Friend? had it! whence had it 1 
[ Compares the Pidture with Beaugard's Fac, 
bleſs us! what have I done now? this is the very Traitor 
bimſelf; it he ſhould be deſperate now, and put his Sword 
in my Guts !=—ſlirting my Noſe will be as bad as that. 
{ have but one Eye leit nei her, and may be Oh but 
this is the King's Court, odd that's well reme mber'd, he dares 
not but be civil here; II try to cut-huff him. Whence 
had it you? : 
Beau. Ay, Sir, whence had it you? that's Engliſhin wy 
Country Sir. | 
Sir Dav. Go, Sir, you are a Raſcal. 
Beans How ! Fr, 
Sir Dav. Sir, | fay youare a Raſcal, if you go to that-« 
Beaz. Sr, 1 am a Gen:leman and a Soldier. 
Sir Dav. So much the worie, Soldiers have been Cuck» 
eld-mikers, trum the beginning; Sir, I care not what 
you are; ler cught I know you may be a — come = 


Sir Dav. Picture, Friend, Picture! Sir, tis a Reſem- 
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x4 | never fee you ? anſwer me to that, did I never fee 

| 701 for I know you may be a Jeſuit ; there were 

, more in the laſt Army beſides you: : 
Nan Of your Acquainrance, and be hang 


d. 
Sir Dav. Yes to m A424 there were — 
--3 Heath diſguiſed in dirty Petticoats, and cry 
24 _ I knew a Serjeant of Foot that was familiar with 
one of them all Night in a Ditch, and fancy'd him a Wo- - 


8 
0 man, but the Devil is powerful. 
TT Beau. In ſhort, you worthy Villain of Worſhip, that 
a picture is mine, and I mult have it, or I ſhall rake an Op- 
portunity to kick your Worſhip moſt inhumanly. 
© | © Sir Dav. Kick, Sir. 
| Fear. Ay, Sir, kick, tis a Recreation I can ſhew you. 

Sir Dav. Sir, I am a free-bcrn Subject of England, and 
| there are Laws look you, there are Laws; fol oy 7 
| c ? 

| Foo „ | 
4 Heark you Friend, have not you a Wife? 
| Sir Dav. I have a Lady, Sir——ob, and ſhe's 
| taken with this Picture of yours, ſhe was fo mightily 
ud of it ſhe could not forbear ſhewing it me, and 
too who it was ſent it her. | 
Dean. And has ſhe been long a Jilt ? has fhe practiſed 
the Trade for any time? | 
* aan Trade! humph, what Trade? what Trade? 

und 

Beaw. Why the Trade of Whore and no Whore, Cat- 
| terwauling in jeſt, putting out Chriftian Colours, when 
1 ſhe's a Turk under Deck. Acurſe upon all honeſt Women 
| in the Fleſh, that are Whores in the Spirit. | 
ry Sir Dav. Poor Devil, how he rails, ha, ha, ha, look 
{ you ſweet Soul, as I told you before, there are Laws, 
| there are Laws, but thoſe are things not worthy your 

Conſideration : Beauty's your Bufireſs; But dear Vaga» 

bond, trouble thy felt no further about my Spoule. let my 
orie reſt in Peace, ſhe's meat for thy Maſter, old Boy; 

— * my Belly full of her every Night. A 

u. Sir, I wiſh all your Noble Family hang d from 
the Bottom of my — "I 


x Deu. Morcover Captain Swaſh, I muſt tell you wy 


. 
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Wife is an honeſt Woman, of a virtuous Diſpoſition, ons 
that I have lov'd from her Infancy, and ſhe deferves ir by 
her faithful dealing in this Affair, for that ſhe has diſco. 
ver'd loyally to me the treacherous Deſigns laid againſt 
her Chaſtity, and my Honour. 

Dam. By this light the Beaſt weeps. | 

Sir Dav. Truly I cannot but weep for Joy; to think 
how happy I am in a fincere faithful and loving Yoke. | 
fellow; ſhe charg'd me too to tell you into the Bargain, | 
that ſhe is ſufficiently ſatisfy d of the moſt ſecret Wiſhes 
of your Reart. 

Beas. I am glad on't. 

Sir Dav. And that tis her deſire, that you would trou- | f 
ble your ſelf no more about the Matter. | 
Beam. With all my Heart. 

Sir Dav. But henceforward behave your ſelf with ſuch 

Diſcretion as becomes a Gentleman. 

Dea. Oh to be ſure molt exactly! 

„Sir Dav. And let her alone to make the beſt uſe of thoſe 
innocent Freedoms I allow her, without putting her Re- 

putation in hazard. | 

' Bean. As how, I beſeech yo EY 

Sir Dav. By your impertinent and unſeaſonable Addreſs. 

Beam. And this News you bring me by a particular 
Commiſſion from your ſweet Lady. 

Sir Dau. Yea Friend I do, and ſhe hopes you'll be ſen- 
fible, dear Heart, of her good Meaning by it : Theſe were 
her very Words, I neither add nor diminiſh, for plain 
dealing is my Miſtreſſes Friend. 5 

Bean. Then all the Curſes I ſhall think on this Twelve. | 
month light on her, and as many more on the next Fool | 
that gives Credit to the Sex. | 
Sir Dau. Well, certainly I am the happicſt Toad; how | 


= 1 "Elke the Munky ſtands now ? Poor Pug, haſt thou { | 
A | 1 1 
Beaw. To be fo fordid a Jilt, to betray me to ſuch a 8 
. Beaſt as that! can ſhe have any good Thoughts of ſuch a 
Swine ? Dam her, had ſhe abus d me handiomly it had 
never vext me. | 5 


Sir Dav. Now Sir, with your Permiſſion II take my 2x 


* we vo : wx 


; 
; 


a you very well diſpos 


| tion to the Lady that was ſo charm'd with your Reſem- 


Raſcal, and it I do not make thee a — 


| 7 Scomach io much as the Man, that Man that makes 


* "Sir, if you -++* had 1 ſhould 
d cf. 
Sir Dav. If you bave any Letter, ar cher Commenta: © 


- 


blance there, it ſhall be very faithfully convey'd hy — 


eam. Fool. 
Sir Dev. Your humble Servant, Sir, Im m gone, 1 ſtalf/ 


d iſturb you no further, your moſt humble Servant Sir. [Ex. 


Dean. Nowy Poverty, Plague, Pox and Priſon fal thick 
n the Head ot thee, Fourbin. 
— Sir! 


= Thou haſt been an extraordinary Rogue in thy 


"ow. I hope | have leſt nothing in yu Honour's Ser- 


yice. Sir. 
Bean Find out ſome way to Revenge me on this ed 


Four. That you have been pleas'd to do long ago, 
thank you; for I am ſure you nb ator © 
ling in my Pocket theſe two Months. 

Beau. Here, here's for thee to Revel withal. 

Four. Will your Honour pleaſe to have his Throat cut? 

Beau. With all my Heart. 

Fo. Or would you have him decently hang'd at his 
7 Door, and then give out to the World be did it him- 

12 

Beau. That would do very well. 

Four Or think (to proceed with more Safety) a good 


1 flale Jakes were a very pretty Expedient. 


Beau. Excellent, excellent, Fourbin. | 

Four. Leave matters to my Diſcredition, and if I do 
no! 

Beau, | know thou wilt; go, go about it, proſper and be 


fameus: n-w ere I dare venture to meet Caurtin again, 
will I go by my (elf, rail for an Hour or two, and then 


be good Comp. ny. [ Exis8, 
Enter Courtine and Sylvia. 

Hv. Take my word, Sir, yuu had better give this Bu- 

ſineis over, | tell you there's nothing in the World turns 


love 
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I never ſaw one of your Sex in * 
muabe love. but de look'd fo like an AG all the bi 
| {hd for him. | 

Cody. T am afraid Lady ſhip then is one of thoſe 
dangerous Creatures they call She-wits, who are always 
ſo mightily taken with admiring themſelves, that nothing 
elſe is worth their notice. 

Oh! who can be fo dull not to be raviſh'd with 
that reyſterous Mein of yours ? that ruffling Air in your Gate, 
that ſeems to cry where cer you go, make room, here 
comes the Captain: That Face, the which bids defiance 
to the Weather. Bleſs us! it I were a poor Farmer's 
Wife in the Country now, and you wanted Quarters, 
how would it fright me? But as I am young, not very 
151. and one yuu never ſaw before, how lovingly it 
s upon me! 

Cour. Who can forbear to figh, look pale and lanpuiſh, 
where Beauty and Wit unite both their Forces to enſiave 
& Heart fo tractable as mine is? Firſt, for the modiſh 
ſwim of your Body, the victorious Motion of your Arms 
and Head, the toſs of your Fan, the glancing of the Eyes; 
bleſs us! If I were a dainty fine dreſt Coxcomb, with a 
great Eſtate, and a little or no Wit, Vanity in abundance 
and good for nothing, bow would they melt and ſoften 
me? but as I am a ſcandalous honeſt Raſcal, not Fool e- 
nough to be your Sport, nor rich enough to be your Prey, 
how glotingly they look upon me 

Sun. Alas, alas! what pity tis your Honeſty ſhould 
ever do you hurt, or your Wit ſpoil. jour Preferment. 

Cour. Juſt as much, fair Lay, as that your Beauty ſhould 
make you be envied at, or your Virtue provoke Scandal. 

Sylv. The more l look, the more lm in love with you; 

Cour. The mere I look, the more I am out of love 
With y ou. 

Sv. How my Heart (wells when J fee you! 

Chur. How my Stomach riſes when I am near you! 
 $ylv. Nay. then let's bargain. | 

Cour. With all my Heart; what? | 

Gu. Nat to ta! in love wich each other, I are you, 
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tance, 
l chance to be named, be ſure you ſpit at the filthy 
membrance, and rail at me as if you lov'd me. 


> — 6e e eee 


1 Cour, Farewel! | 
dur a young fellow, affectedly dreſt, ſeveral others with him. 


1 


v. 1 I defire you 


| ſtandalouſly of me 


of, vbene er you ſee 2 Coquet 


Sy. In the next place, whene'er we meet in the Mall, 
deſire you to humph, put out your Tongue, make ugly 


{| Mouths, laugh aloud, and look back at me. 


ur. Which if I chance to do, be ſure at next Turning 
to pick up ſome taudry fluttering Fop or another. 
Sylv. That I made Acquaintance withal at the Muſick- 


| Cour: Right, Juſt ſuch another Spark to ſaunter by ycur 
| fide, with bis Hat under his Arm. 


Hl. Hearkning to all the bitter things 1 can ſay to be 
Cour. Whilt the dull Rogue dare not ſo much as grin 


oblige you, for fear ot being beaten for it, when he is 


out of his waiting, 
Sylv. Countertcit your Letters from me. 
Cour. And you to be even with me for the Scandal; 


| publich to all the World I offer'd to marry you. 


Sv. Oh hideous Marriage 
Cour, Horrid, horrid Marriage ! 


| uv. Name, name no more of it. 


Cour, At that fad Word let's part. 

u. Let's wiſh all Men decrepid, dull and filly, 
Cour. And every Woman old and ugly. 

Av. Adieu — 


9 v. Ah me, Mr. Frisk ! 


| Frick, Madamoiſel, Sjivia! ſincerely as | to be 
1's, the Devil cake me, Dam me Madam, 1 74. | 


N. Ha, ha, ha, hea. "Exit with Frisk. 
Cour,” True to thy Failings always, Woman; how natu- 
July is the Sex fond of a Rogue! What a Monſter was 
at for a Woman tc delight in! nove muſt I love her ſtill, 
* 


| 
Kg 
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felt. rail at me, | deſerve to be rail'd at; ſee there, whit 


AClumſe Fellow marches over the Stage dreſt like an Officer, | * 


ſome honeſt Gentleman or other lays now, becaule that 
Dog had Mony to bribe ſome corrupt Colonel withal. 


IERS FoxTuxs. © 
tho I know | am a Blockhead tor't, and ſhe'll uſe me 
like a Block head too, if 1 don't prevent her: What's to 


be done? I'll have three Whores a day, to keep Love out | 
of my Head. | 


Enter Beaugard. 

Beanugard, well met again, how go matters? Handſomly) 
Beam. Oh very hand{omly! had you but ſeen how 
ban ſomly I vas us'd juſt now, you would fwear ſo. 1 
have heard thee rail in my time, wou'd thou wou'dlt ex. 
erciſe thy Talent a little at preſenc. 

Cour. At what? | 

Bean. Why can ſt thou ever want a Subject? rail at thß 


think eſt thou of that Engine, that moving lump of filth | * 
nefs, miſcali'd a Man? 


Cour. Curie on him tor a Rogue, | know him. 

Beau. So. | 

Cour. The Raſcal was a Retailer of Ale but yeſterday, 
and now he is an Officer and be hang; tis a dainty fight 
in a Morning to fee him with his Toes turn'd in, drawing 
his Legs after bim, at the head of a hundred luſty Fellows; | 


Enter another gravely dref?. | 
Dean. There, there's another of my Acquaintance, he 
was my Father's Foot man not long fince, and has pimpt 
for me oftner than he has pray d for himſelf; that good Qui- 
lity recommended him to a Nobleman's Service, which, t0- 
gether with flattering, fawning, lying, ſpying and infor- 
ming, has rais'd him to an imployment of Truſt and Re- 
putation, though the Rogue can't write his Name, nor 
read his neck Verſe, if he had occafion. | 

Cowy. Tis as unreaſonable to expect a Man of Senſe 

ſhould be preferr d, as tis to think a Hector can be ſtout, 
a Prieſt religious, a fair Woman chaſt, or a pardon d Rebel 


loyal. 
| Enter two more ſeeming earneſtly in diſcourſe. 
Beau. That's ſeaſonably thought on; look there, obſerve 
but that Fellow on the right hand, the Rogue with the | 


— — 
- 
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d. 1 hope hanging will be the end of his Hiſtory, fo 
® | well I like him at the firſt fighy. 
eas. He was born a Vagabond, and no Pariſh own'd 
him; his Father was as obſcure as his Mother publick; 
wery body knew her, and no body could gueſs ar him. 
' Cour. He comes of a very god Family, heav'n be 
| 1 4 The firſt thing he choſe to riſe by, was Rebel- 
| jon; fo a Rebel he grew. and flouriſh'd a Rebel, fought 
zainſt his King, and help d to bring him to the Block, 
hy | Cour. and was he not R-ligious roo? 
? | Bras. Moſt devoutly! He could Pray till he cry'd, and 
8 Preach till he foam'd, which excellent Talent made him 
| popular, and at laſt preterr'd him to be a worthy Member 
et that nev<r-to-be-torgotten Rump Parliament. 
Cu. Pray Sir be uncover d at that, and remember it 
w.t1 Reverence. 
eau. In ſhort, he was a Committe*-man, Sequeſtra- 
ter and l'erſecutor General of a whole County, by which 
„ e got enough at the King's Return to ſecure himſelf in 
e general Pardon. 
4 Cour. Nauſeous Vermin: That ſuch a Swine with the 
Jlirk of Rebellion in his Forehead, (ould vrallow in his 
Luxury, whilſt honeſt Men are forgotten! 
Dean. Thus forgiven, thus rais d, and made thus happy, 
the ungrate ful Slave diſowns the Hand that heal'd him, 
cheri bes Factions to affront his Maſter, and once more 
would rebel againſt the Head, which fo lately fav'd his 
from a Pole, 5 | 
wary What a dreadful Beard and ſwinging Sword he 
| ln Tis to keep his Cowardize in countenance; the 
ene {cal will endure kicking moſt temperately for all that: 
tout, | [know five or fix more of the ſame ſtamp, that never 
bel me abroad without terrible long Spits by their fides, 
' {with which they will let you bore their own Noſes if 
Jou pleaſe; but let the Villain be forgotten. 
gere | . His Co-Rogue I have ſome knowledge of; he's 
\ the er d worm-caren Caſe-putter, ſome call him Lawyer, 
Cour, & Wat takes it very ill he is not made a judge. | 


LET 
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Beau. Yes, and is always repining that Men of Pais 
Cour. He has been 2 great Noiſe-maker in factious Club 
theſe ſeven Years, and now I ſuppoſe he is courting that 
worſhiptul Raſcal to make him Recorder of ſome fa. 
ous Town. | 'F 

Beau. To teach Tallow-Chandlers and Cheeſe- mongery | 
how tar they may rebel againſt their King by vertue of 
Magna Charta | | 
Car. But Friend Beaugard, methinks thou art very | 
ſplenatick of a ſudden: how goes the Affair of Love for- 
w 1d, proſperouſly, ha! 

Bean Oh I affure you moſt triamphant!y, juſt now you | 
muſt know I am parted with the ſweet civil inchanted 
Lady's Husband. | | 

Cour. Well, and what ſzys the Cuckold, is he very kind 
and good - natur d as Cuckolds uſe to be? 

Bean. Why he fays, Ceurtine, in ſhort, that I am a ve. 
ry filly Fellow, (and truly 1 am very apt to believe him) 
and that I have been Jilted in this Affair moſt unconſcio- 
nably; a Plague on all Pimps, 1 ſay, a Man's buſineſs never 
thiives ſo well, as when he is his own Sollicitor, 

Enter Sir Jolly and à Boy. 

2 Fl. Hf, iſ, Cape, Capt. Capt. Boy 


Sir Fol. Run and get two Chairs preſently ; be ſure you 

get Chairs Sirrah, do you hear ? here's luck, — 
uck, now or never Captain, never if not now Captain! 

here's luck. 
Dean. Sir Folly, no more Adventures ſweet Sir Folly, 1 
am like to have a very fine time on't truly. 

Sir Fol. The beſt in the World dear Dog, the very beſt | 
in the World: 'sbud ſhe's here hard by Man, ſtays on pur- | 
pole for thee finely diſguis d. The Cuckold has loſt her 
too; and no body knows any thing of the matter but |, cy 
no body but l. and | you muſt know, I am I. bah! and J* 
I you little Toad, hah ! g 

Beam. You are a very fine Gentleman. 

Sir Fol. The beſt-natur'd Fellow I believe in the World t 
of my Years nom does my Heart fo thump for fear nl © 
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1 pur- 
t 


would miſcarry; why I} warrant thee, the 

« here Man, ſhe's all thy own, tis thy own fault it thou 
1 not in terra incegnita within this halt hour: Come 2- 
hog, pri · bee come alung. he for ſhame. What, make 


t. 
yy Sir your humble. I ſban't ſtir. 
fir Fol. What? not go! 
deu. No Sir, no Lady for me. 
Sir Fol. Not g. | ſhould laugh at that Faith, 
N. Ny, I will aſſu © u, not go, Sir. 
Sir Fol. Away you Wag, yuu jeu, you jeſt you Wag; 
wot £0. quo ha? 
+ Beaw. No Sir, not go l 


you have more ? 

Sir Fol. N thing nothing Sir, but I am a Gentleman. 
Bea. With all y Heart. 

Sir Fol. And do you think then that I'll be us'd thus? 
Dean. Sir! 


lie 1 ſhall be diſgrac'd tor ever. 

Bras. L havent +rong'd you, Sir Folly. 
Sir Fol, Not wrong'd me! But you ſhall find you have 
mong d me, and wrong'd a ſweet Lady, and a tine La- 
(<,—1I ſhall never be trulted again! never have Em- 
joyment more! I ſhall dye of the Spleen, ——prithee 
ww be gocd-naru:'d. prichce be perſwaded odd I'll give 
dee this Ring, Ill give thee this Watch, tis Gold. I'll 
dye thee any thing in the World, go. 
Reaw. Not one Foot, Sir. | 
vir Fol. Now that I durſt but murder him Well, 
ſal tetch her to thee? What ſhall I do for thee? 
Enter Lady Dunce. 


her Ads fiſh here ſhe comes hes felt; now you ill natur d 


but I. curl, now you Devi), look upon her; do but look upon 
| and Yi, what ſhall | ſay to her? 2 


World e Gtntleman, that's be, though (as one may ſay) he's 
ar this 


3 


— 


Zan, E en what jou pleaſe, Sir Folly, 
dr Fol. Tis a very ſtrange Monſter thi Madam this is 


mating baſnful, but II tell lum who you are. {Goes 10 
| Beaugard.] 
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Lady loſe ber longing! come alung | ſay, you cut 


tell you, what the Devil weuld 


Sir Fol. Take a'vay my Reputation, and take away my 


wy 


C 
- 


Beaugard.] [f thou art not more cruel than 
Tigers, Wolves, or Tartars, don't break m Ron 
kill me, this Unkindneſs of thine to the Soul of me. 


[Goes to the Lady.) Madam, he fays, he's fo amazed & 
Trium t Beauty, that he dares not approach the 
— at ſhines from you. 2 

L. Dance. What can be the Meaning of all this? 

Sir Fol. Art thou then reſolv'd to be remorſeleſs ? canf 
thou be inſenſible? haſt thou Eyes? baſt thou a Heart? hap 
thou any thing thou ſhouldſt have? odd Pl tickle thee, 
get you to her you Fool, get you to her, to her, to her 
to her, ha, ha, ha, : 
? L. Dunce. Have you forgot me, Beaugard ? 


Sir Fol. So now, to her again. I ſay, to her, to her 


and be hang'd. Ah Rogue! Ah Rogue! now, now, have 
at 4 at her, there it goes, there it goes 

L. Dance. Methinks this Face ſhould not fo much be al. 
ter d, as to be nothing like what once I thought ir, the Object 
of your Pleaſure, and Subject of your Praiſes. 

Sir Fol. Cunning Toad ! Wheedling Jade! you ſhall ſee 
now how by degrees ſhe'll draw him into the Whirl Pool 
of Love; now he leers upon her, now he leers upon her. 
Oh law! there's Eyes! there's your Eyes! I mult pinch 

him by the Calf of the Leg. 
Beam. Madam, I muſt confeſs I do remember, that 1 


had once Acquaintance with a Face, whoſe Air and Beau- | 


ty much reſembled yours, and it I may truſt my Heart, 
you are call'd Clarinda. 
L. Dwnce. Clarinda 1 was cail'd, till my ill Fortune Wed- 


ded me: Now you may have heard of me by another Ti 


tle: Yourtriend there, I ſuppoſe, has made nothing a Se- 
cret to you. | 
Beau. And are you then that kind inchanted fair one 
ho was ſo paſſionately in Love with my Picture, that 
could not torbear betraying me to the Beaſt your Hul- 
Find, and wrong the Paſſion ot a Gentleman that languiſh'd 
for you, only to make your Monſter merry ? Hark you 
Madam, had your Fool been worth it, I had beaten him, 
and have a Months mind to be exerciſing my Parts that 
way upon your Go-between, your Malc-Bawd there. 
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n theſe are, 
| that it ſhall be weil us d. Cou'd you find no body but 
| me to play the Fool withal ? | | RY 


Fol. Ah Lord! Ah Lord! All's ſpoil d again, all's 


. 1 bal be undone ſor ever! Why what the Devil 
zj the matter now? what have I done? what Sins have I 
committed? 


L. Dunce. And are you the paſſionate Adorer of our Sex? 
who cannot live a Week in London, without loving? are 


dies lon21ng for a Pattern of your Perſon ? 
Beam. Yes Madam, when I receive fo good Hoftages 
[ Shews the Goid, 


Sir Fol. Alack a day ! 


Beau. Here, here Madam, I'll return you your Dirt, I 
ſcorn your Wages, as I do your Service, 


withal, 


Sir Fol. His Sempſtreſe, who the Devil is his Sempſtreſs? 
Odd what wou'd I give to know that now! 


L. Dunce. There was a Ring too, which I ſent you 
| {tis Afternoon; if that fit not your Finger, you may di- 

joſe of it ſome other way, where it may give no occa- 
f of 1 


Scandal, and you'll do well. 
Dean. A _ Madam ! 
m 


| L Dance. A imall Trifle ; I ſuppoſe Sir David deliver d 
iw jou when he return'd you your Mignature. | 


Bean. I beſeech 3 ou Madam! 


L. Dunce. Farewel you Traitor. | 
| Beau. As I hope to be fav'd, and upon the Word of a 


| Gentleman. 
| L Dance. Go, you are a falſe ungrateful Brute, and 
1touble me no more. [ Exit. 


| Beau. Sir Folly, Sir Folly, Sir Folly, 
1 Sir Fol. Ah thou Rebel | | 
that | Saw, Some advice, ſome advice, dear Friend, ere Pm 


uu d. 


5 


p the Spark that ſends your Picture up and down to 
Ol La 


L. Bunce. Could you pitch upon no body but that wretch- 
ed Woman, that has loved you too well, to abuſe thus? 
| Sir Fol. That ever I was born! 


L. Dunce. Fye tor ſhame, wat, retund? That is not like 
by to retund ; keep, Keep it to pay your Sempſtreſs 


Sir 


A 
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. SoLvinas Fork Fond 
_ Sir Fol. Ev'n two pennyworth of Hemp for Ks, 
2 N that's all the Remedy that ks 
Nam. But prithee hear a M Kenſon. 9 
Sir Fol No Sir, I ha* d 0 more to be faid, I 
done, I am aſham'd of you, no more to fay to 
you, III never fee your Face again, good b'w'y, . * 
[Exe Siy Jolly; 
Dean. Death and the Devil, what have my Stars been 
loing to day? han, « deliver d by Sir Davis , 
can that mean? Pox on her for a ſilt, ſhe lies, and 
bas a mind to amuſe and laugh at me adayor twolonger, 
Hift, here comes her Beaſt once more : I'll uſe him civil. 
ly, and try what Diſcovery | can make. | 
1 2 Sir — | 
Sir Dav. Ha, ha, ha! Here's the Captain's Jewel; yer 
 ' yyell: In troth I had lite t>. have it, Ha, U. 5 
ha !'——how damnable Mad he'll be now, when 1 ſhall 
= deliver him his Ring again, ha, ha! — Poor Dog, hell 
| hang bimfelf at leaſt, ha, ha, ha! Faith *tis a very pret- 
ty Stone, and finely ſet: Humph! if 1 ſhould keep it 
now! —— Tl fay I have loſt it; no [Il give it him again, 
o purpoſe to vex him, ha, ha, ba! 
| Beau. Sir David, I am heartily ſorry. 
Sir Dav. Oh Sir, tis you I was ſeeking for, ha, ha, ha“ 
vrhat ſhall 1 fay to him now to terrifie him? 
Bears. Me, Sir — | 
Sir Dav. Ay, you Sir, if your Name be Captain Bes. 
gard: How like a Fool be looks already? 
Bears, What you pleaſe, Sir. 
Sir Dav. Sir, I would ſpeak a word with you, if you |} 
think fit; what ſhall I do new to keep my Counte» | 


nance? = 
Beam. Can I be fo happy, Sir, as to be able to ſerve you Þ 1 

in 3vy thing? | 
Sir Dav No Sir, ba, ha, ha, I have Commands of (er- } | 
vice to you, Sir, „h Lord, ba, ba, ha. Of 
Beau. Me, S 1 

Sir Dav. Ay Sir, you Sir, but put on your Hat, Friend, Þ by 


put on your Hat, be cover'd. 1 
Beam. Sir, will you pleaſe to fit dewa on this Bank? 8 
| Sir Dau. b 
1 


— 1 _ 


ordern. 
. No, no, there's no need, no need ; for all [ 
have a young Wife, 19 — Legs, Sweet- 


"Beam. Sir, 1 beſecch you | 
Sir D&v rann 
hard words juſt now, 'twas about a paultry Baggage but 
ſhe'sa pretty Baggage, and a witty Baggage, and a Bag- 


p t 
0 g Sir, ' 


\ : * — 
2 
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Whore: Maſter, 2 deviliſh Cucko Ld Fellow ? pow 
| here, do you fee this? here's the Ring you ſent a Ro- 
wing; Sir, do you think my Wife wants any thing that 
you can help her to? —— Why El warrant you this Ring 
coſt fifty Pounds: What a prodigy Fellow are you to 
throw away fo much Mony; or thou ſteal it, old 
Joy? believe thou may'ſt be poor, EI lend thee Many 
t, if thou think'ſt fir, at thirty in the hundred, be- 

| | eaſe I love thee, ha, ha, ha. 
Dean. Sir, your humble Servant, I am ſorry twas not 
{ worth your Lady's Acceptance. Now what a Dog am I! 
Sir Dav. I ſhould have given it thee before, but fait hl 
a' Þ} forgot it, though it was not my Wite's Fault in the leaſt; 
for ſhe ſays as thou likeſt this Uſage, ſhe hopes to have 
thy Catom again Child; ha, ha, ha. 

Bears. Then Sir, I beſeech you tell her, thit you have 
made a Convert on me, and 2 I am fo ſenſible of my 


infolent Behaviour towards her —-- 
f you | Sir Dav. Very well. I ſhall do i-. 
unte- Beau. That tis impoſſible I ſhall ever be at peace with 


| my felf, till 1 find ſome Way bow to make her Repa- 
e you | ration. 
Sir Dav. Very good, ha, ha, ha. 
of ſel- } Beau. And that if ever the find me guilty of the like 
Offence —_— 5 

{ Sir Dav. No Sir, you not beſt; but proceed, ha, 
rind, | whe. 8 
Beau. Let her baniſh all good Opinion of me for ever. 


nk? r Davy, No more to be laid, your Servant, good 
ir Dau. Þ buy; . 
3 Voi. J. 2 an; 
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Beau. One Word more, I beſeech Sir Davy. 

Sir Dav. gong. + We 4 

Beam. | you that the generous Reproof 

Sir Dav. Well. I will. | 

Beam. That I efteem this ſewel, not only as a Wreck 
redeem'd from my Folly, but that for her fake 1 will 
preſerve it to the utmoſt Moment of my Life, 

Sir Dav. Wirk all my Heart, I vow and fwear. 

Beam. And that I long to convince ber I am not the 
Bruce ſhe might m:ſtike me for. 

Sir Dav. Right; well, this wil! make the pureſt ſport 
[Ha.] let me fe; fiſt you acknowledge your felt tobe 


a very impudent Fella w. 


Beau. I do fo Sir. 


Sir Dev. And that you ſhall never be at reſt, till you 


have ſatisfy d my Lady. 

Beax. Right, Sir. | 
Sir Dav. Satisfy f her, very good, ha, ha, hn, and that 
you will never play the Fool any more. Be fure you 


keep your word, Friend, 


Beaw Never, Sir. 

Sir Dav. And tht you will keep that Ring for ker 
fake. as long as you live, bab?! 
| Bean. To the Day of my Death, Þ!) aſſure you. 

Sir Dav. I proteſt that will be very kindly done--—-2nd 
that you long mightily. long to let her underſtand that 
you are another-guets Fellow than ſhe may take you for. 

Beau. Exactly Sir. hat is the Sum and End of my Deſires 

Sir Dav. Well, i] take care of your Buſineis. Til do 


' your Butineſs, III warrant you; this will be the pureſt 
tport when I come home! ¶ Aſide.] Well your Servant, 


remember, be ſure you remember. Your Servant: [ Ex. 
Beam. So, now I fiad a Husband is a delicate Initru- 
ment rightly made ute of, To make ber old jealcus 


Coxcomb pimp for me himſelt, I think 'tis as worthy aa 


Employment as ſuch a noble Conſort can de put to. 
Ah were ye all ſuch Husbands and ſuch Wives, 


We younger Brothers ſhould lead better Lives. [Ex. | 


ACT 


* 7 
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ACT WM. SCENE I. 
SCENE Covem-Gaden. 
Enter Sylvia and Courtine. 


9. To fall in Love, and to fall in love with à Soldier! 


nay a disbanded Soldier too, 2 Fellow with 


Ide Mark of Cain upon him, which every Body knows 
dim by, ard is ready to throw Stones at him for. 

'Cornr. Dam her, I ſhall never enjoy her without Ra- 
 viſhing; if ſhe were but yery rich and very ugly, | would 
1 marry her; Ay, (is ſhe, I know her miſchievous Look 


too well to be mittzken in i= — Madam — 
Sytv. Sir. 8 
Conr. Lis a very hard Cafe, that you have reſoly d not 


d let me be quiet. 


yuv. Tis very unreaſonably done of yon. Sir, to haunt 
me up and down every where at this {oandaious Rate, 
the World will think we are acquainted, fhartly. | 

Cory. But, Madam, I ſhall fairly take more care of my 


Reputation, and from this time forward ſun and avoid 


you molt watcatuily. | 
Hlu. Have you not haunted this Place theſe two Hours? 


Cour. Twas becauſe ! knew it to be your Lacy ſhip's 


Home then, and therefore might reaſonably be the Place 


| you leaſt of all frequented; one would imagine you were 


gone a Coxcomb-hunting by this time, to tome place of 


| publick Appearance or other, tis pretty near the Hour, 


will be Twiligl.t preſemtly, and then the Owls come all 


9¹¹ What need I teke the Trouble to go fo far 2 


| Fowling, when there's Game encugh at our own Doors? 


Cour. What, Game for your Ner, fair Lady? 
Hv. Yes, or any Woman's Net elſe, that will ſpread it 
Cour. To ſhew you how defp.cibly I think of the Bu- 


I fineſs, I will here leave you, preſeutly, though 1 loſe the 
: Pleaſure of ruling 2* y OUs | 


Sv. Do fo, I would adviſe you; your Raillery betra 


I your Wit, as bad as your clumiey Ciyility does — a 
| breeding, Q 2 Cour. 


- 


” 
>> 
TS... 


Cu. Adieu! 
lv. Fare wel! — 
Cour. Why do not you go about your Buſineſs ? 


Hlv. an 1 wes be fore to be 508 of puree 1 


you might not dog me. 
hy Were it but poſſible that you could anſwer me 


one Queſt on truly, and then I ſhou'd be ſatiefy d. 
_ Any thing for compolitiun to berid ot you hand- 
ſomly. 
Caur. Are ycu really very honeſt? Lock in my Face 
ar d tell me that. 
Sylv. Look in your Face and tell you, for what? To 
ſpcil my Stomach to my Supper? 


Cour. No, but to get thee a Stomach to thy Bed, 


Sweet-heart; I would it pcflible be better acquainted 
With thee, becauſe thou art very ill natur d 

Syv. Your only way to bring that buſineſs about ef+ 
teEtually, is to be more troubleſom ; ard if you think it 
worth ycur wiule to be abus d tubAlautially, y GU may 
mote your perſons] Appearance this Niphr. 

' Cour. How? where? aud when? and what Hour, I 
beſeech thee ? 
 Sylu. Under the Window, between the Hours of Eleven 
and Twelve exactly. 

Cour. Where ſhall thoſe lovely Eyes ar.d Ears hear my 

inte, and fre my Tears. 

Sylv. At that kind Hour thy Griefs ſhall end, if theu 
cat it know thy Foe from thy Friend. [ Exit, 

Cour. Here's another Trick of the Devil ncw; urder 


that Window, between the Hours of Eleven and Twelve 


exactly. 1 am a dami'd Fool, and muſt go; let me ice; 
tuppoſe I meet with a luſty beating! piſh, that's nothing 
for a Man that's in love; or ſuppoſe the contrive ſome 
way to make a publick Coxcomb of me, and expoſe me 
to the ſcorn of the World, tor an Example to ail amo- 
- rous Block-heads hereafter? why if ſhe do, I'll ſwear 1 
| have lain with her; bear her Relations, if they pretend to 
vindicate her, * lo there's one love Intrigue pretty well 
over. Exit. 

Nu 
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Enter Sir Davy Dunce and Vermin, 


her, | am coming. Righ--worſhiptul, is pleas d net. 


Verm, Her Lady ſhip, 
to be at home. 3 
vir Dev. How's that? my Lady not at home! run, 
run in and ask when ſhe went forth, whither the 1s gone, 
aud who is with her; run and ask. Vermm. 
Perm. She went out in her Chair preſently after yous 
{ this At ernoon. W = 
Sic Dav. Then I may be a Cuckold ſtill for ought 1 
kw: whar will become of me? | have ſurely loft, and. 
| ner ſhall find her more; ſhe promis d me ſtrictiy to ay 
m home till I came back again; for ought I know ſhe 
may be up three Pair of Stairs in the Templ: now. 
Ferm. Is her Ladyſhip in Law then, 8? . 
Sir Dav. Or it may be taking the Air as far as Knights 
Bridge with ſome i mooth fac'd Rague or another: Tu 2 
damu'd Houſe, that Swan that Swan at Kuightsbridge is 
i confounded toute, Vermin | 
Ferm Do you think ſhe is there then _ 
Sm Dav. No. I do not think ſhe is there neither; but 
ſuch a tlung may be, you know; wou'd tha" Barn Eluns 
was under Water too, there's a [hi utan4 Cuckolds a Year 
made at Barn Elms, by Roſamond's Ponds; the Devil it ſhe 
ou d. be there this Evening my Heart's broke. 
Buter Sir |olly. 
Sir Fol, That muſt be Sir Dazy; ay, that's he, that's 
| he, ha, ha, ha, was ever the like heard of: was ever any 
thing ſo pleaſan: ? 
Sir Dav. I'll lock her up three Days and three Nights, 
Vithout Meat, Driuk, or Light; I'll bumble her in the 
Devil's Name. | 
Sir Fol, Weil, cou's | but meet my Friend Sir Davy, 
it wou d be the joy tulleit News for him 1 25 
Sir Dav. Who's there that has any thing to ſay to me 
Sir Fol. Ah my F. iend of Friends, ſuch News, ſuck 
| Tidings! 
FSi Dav. I have loft my Wife, Man 
Si Fel. Lot ner! the's nat dead, I hope ? iN 
ä Sir Dav. 
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| Sir Dav. Yes. Alas, ſhe's dead, irrecoverably loſt 

Sir Fol. Why. I parted with her within this half Hour: 

Sir Dar. Did you fo, are you ſure it was ſhe? where 
Was it? Pil bave my Lord Chief- Juſtice's Warrant and a 
Conſtable preſently. 

Sir Fol. And ſhe made the pureſt Sport now, with a 
young Fellow, Man, that ſhe met withal accidentally. 

Sir Dav. Oh Lord! that's worſe and worſe! a young 
Vellow!— my Wite making Sport with a young Fel- 
low! oh Lord! here are doings, here are Vagaries! Ill | 
run med, Ii climb Bow-Strefie prelenily, beftride the 
Dragon. and preach Cuckoldom to the whole City. 

Sir Fol The beſt of all was too, that it happen'd to be 
an idle Coxcomb that pretended to be in Love with her, 
Neighbour. | 

Sir Dav. Iadeed, in love with her! who was it ? what's 
bis Name? 1 warrant you won't tell a Body, —— UI in- 
dite him in the Crown-Cih-ce; no, Vil iflue Werrants to 
apprehenc him for Treaſon upon the Statute of Edw. 19. 
won't you tell me what young Fellow it was; was it a 
very handſom young Fellow, hah 

Sir Fol. Handſome? Yes bang him, the Fellow's hand- 
rome enough; he is not very bandlome neither, but he 
has a deviliſh leering black Ee. | 

Sir Dav. Oh Lord! | 

Sir Fol. His Face too is @ good riding Face, tis no 
ſoft effeminate Complexion indeed, but his Countenance 
1s rucdy, fanguine, and chearſu!; a deviliſn Fellow in a 
Corner, I'll vrarrant him. 


Sir Dave Bleſs us! what will become of me! why the « 
Devil did 1 merry a young Wite? is he very well ſhapd Þ 
ror, tall. ſtrait, and proportionable, hab. 1 

Sir Fol. Tall? No, he's not very tall neither, yet he is 

tall end ugh too, he's none of your overgrown lubberly . 


Flanders lade, but more of the true Engliſh Breed, well t 

knie, able and fit for Service, old Boy; the Fellow is well l 

ſhap'd truly, very well proportion d, ſtrong and active, 

J have ſeen the Rogue leap like a Buck: | 1 
Sir Dav. Who can this be? Well, and what think you, 

Friend, has be been there? Come, come, Fm _ 


* " 


fhe's 2 Woman, and | am an old Fellow, troth a 


very old Fellow, I fiznific little or nothing now; but do 
you think he has prevail'd ? am I a Cuckold, Neighbour ? 

Sir Fol. Cuckold! what, a Cuckold in Covent-Garden? 
No, I'll aſſure you, I believe her to be the moſt virtu- 


BY cus Woman in the World; but if you had but ſeen —— 


Sir Dav. Ay, wou'd | had, what was it? | 

Sir Fol. How like a Rogue ſhe us'd bim: Firſt of all 
comes me up the Spark to her, Madam, ſays he—and 
then he bows down, thus — How now, fays ſhe, what 
would the imperrinent Fellow have? 

Sir Dau. Humph? ha! well, and what then? 

Sir Fol. Madam, fais he again (bowing as he did be- 


fore) my Heart is ſo entirely yours, that except you take 


Pity of my Sufferings I muſt here die at your Feet. 
Sir Dav. So, and what fud ſhe again, Neighbour? han! 
Sir Fol. Go, you are a Fop. 
Sir Dev. Ha, ha, ha, did ſhe indeed? Did ſhe ſay ſo 


| indeed? 1 am glad on'c, troth I am very glad oa't; well, 
| and what next? And how, and well, and what: ha 


Sir Fol. Madam, fays he, t is won't do, I am your 


humble Servant tor all this; you may pretend to be as 


il natur d as you p:c:ſe, but I thall make bold. 
Sir Dav. Was there ever ſuch an impudent Fellow? 
Sir Fol. With that, Sirrab, favs ſhe, you are @ ſaucy 
aper, and l' hive you kickt. 55 
Sir Dav. Ha, ha, ha! Well, I wou'd not be unmarry'd 


ain to be an Angel. 


Sir Fol. But the bell Jeſt of all was who this ſhould be 
at laſt. 

Sir Dav. Ay, who indeed! Pl! warrant you ſome ſilly 
Felow or other, poor Fool! | 


Sir Fol Een 2 iCcandilous Rike-hell, that lingers up and 


| down the Town by the Name of Captain Beawgard; 
but he has been a bloody Cuckold-making Scoundrel in 


bis time. 2 
Sir Dav. Hang him Sot, is it h:? I don't value him 
thus, not a wet Finger, Man; to my Knowledge (he hares 


| him, ſhe ſcorns him Neighbour, I kao it, I am very 


well ſatisfy d in the Point; beſides I have fee him fince 
| 2 that, 


The SoLDitns ForTtuny. 

» and have out-heftor'd him: | am to tell her from 
on Mouth, that he promiſes never to affront ber 
more. | 

Sir Fol. Indeed! 

Enter Lady Dunce, paying ker Chairman, 
Chairman God bleſs you, Muiam. thank „gur Honour: 
Sir Fol. Huſh, buſh, there's my Lady, Fil be gone, ll 

not be ſeen, your humble Servant. God b'w'y. 

Sir Daw. No Faith, Sir Folly, c'en go into my Houſe 
now, and ſtay Supper with me, we han'c ſupp'd together 
2 great while. | | 

Sir Fol. Hz! fay you fo: I don't care if I de, Faith 
with 2i! my Heart; this may give me an Opportuni'y to 


again. Ale. 


— 


I. Dunce. Only for a little Air, truly I was almoſt ſti- 
fled within Doors, F hope you will not be angry, Sir Da- 
vid will you? | 

Sir Dav. Angry Child! no Child, nor I; what ſhould 
I be angry for? 

L. Dance. I wonder, Sir David, you will ſerve me at 
this rate. Did you not promiſe me to go in my Behalf to 
Beaugard, and correct him according to my Inftructions 
for his Infolence ? | 

Sir Dau. So | did, Child; I have been with him, Swee*- 

heart, I have told him all to a tittle, J gave him back a- 
- gain the Picture too, but as the Devil would have it, I 
torgot the Ring, faith I did. | 

L. Dunce. Did you purpoſe, Sir Sodom, to render me 
ridiculous to the Man I abominate? what ſcandalous In- 
terpretation, think you, muſt he make of my retaining 
any Trifle of his, ſent me on ſo diſhonourable terms? 

Sir Dev. Really, my Lamb thou art in the right; yes 
I went back afterwards, dear Heart, and did the Buſineſs 

0 ſome purpoſe. — | 

L. Dwrnce. I am glad that you did, with 7 


4 1 ; 
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Sir Dav. I gave him his Leſſon, Vil warrant him. 
L. Dunce. Leſſon ! what Leſſon had you to give him? 
Sir Dau. Why, I told him as be lik d that Ulage he 
micht come again; ba. ba, ha. 

L. Dance Ay, and fo let him. 
Sir Dave With all my Heart, I'll give bim free leave, 


or hang me, though thou wou dſt not imagine how the 


Devil's alter d. La you there nuw, but as certainly 


» ſtand here, that Man mis troubled that he fears le 


hal not reſt Day nor Night *all he has fatisfi:d thee; 
pri bee be fatisfied with lum if it is poſſible, my Dear, 
pithee do; | promis d him betete | left him to tell thee 
u much for the poor Wretch looks fo ſimply, I cu'd 
not chuſe but pity him I vow and {wezr, ha, ha, ha. 

Sir Fol, Now, now. you lvtle Wi ch, now you Chits- 


| fic*; odd 1 cou'd find in my Heart to put my little Fu- 


ger in yo ur Bubbies. | . 

L. Dance Sir David, I muſt tell you, that I cannot but 
reſent your fo ſoon Reconciiement with a Man that I 
hate worſe than Death, and that if you lov'd me with 


half that Tenderneſs which you profeſs, you wou'd not 
} forget en auff ont fo palpably and fo baſely offer'4 me. 


Sir Div. Why Chicker, where's tte Remedy? What's 
to be dune? how woulcſt thou have me ceil with him? 
I. Dwnce. Cut his Throat. 


{ Sir Dav. Bleſs us tor ever? cut his Throat? what, do 


Murder? 


L. Dunce Murder, yes, any thing to ſuch an inc rrigi- 


le Enemy of your Honour, one that has refolv'dre perntt 
navuling ot you, tee bere this Letter this | receiv'd ce 
Laſt parted with you; juſt now it was thrown into my - © 
Char by an impudent Lacquey ot his, kept o'purpole for 
wer Imploy ments. 
dr Dav. Let me fee: A Letter indeed for the Lady 
De — damn Rogue, treacherous Dog, what can he 
by in the Inſide no v? here's à Villain. 
l. Dunce. Yes you h d bit break it open, you had {: ; 
hke the reſt ot your Ditccertion. 

vir Dav. Lady, if I have an Enemy, it is beſt for m-: 
bow what Miichiet he intends me; theretore, wir 
Jour leave, 1 will break it open. | 

— L. Dance 


. 
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L. Dunce. Do, do, to bave him believe that I ng 
pleas d enough with it to do it my ſelf; if you have the 
Spirit of 2 Gentle man in you, carry it back, and daſh it, 
a« jt is, in the Face of that audacious Fellow. 

Sir Fol, What can be the Meaning of this now? 

Sir Daw. A Gentleman, yes, Madam, I am a Gentle. 
man, and the World ſhall find that I am a Gent! 

T hive certainly the beſt Woman in the World. 

I Daune. What do you think muſt be the end of 
3\! thi-? I have no Refuge in the World, but your Kind- 
nets. had I a jealous Husband now, how miſerable muſt 
my | 16 be! | | 

5 Fol. An Rogues Nol- ! ah Devil! ah Toad! cunnin 8 
Tinc!, wheedling lu“, l' bite her by and by. 

Sr Dav. Poor Fool! no Dear, I am not jealous, nor 
never will be jealous of thee: Do what thou wilt thou 
Mit not make me jealous : love thee too well fo luſ- 
ect thee, 

L. Dance. Ah but how long will you do ſo? 

Sir Dav. How long! as long 25 | live 1 warrant thee, 
1 on't talk to a Body ſo: I cannot hold if thou doſt, 
my Eyes will run over, poor Fool, poor Birdſnies! po 

2 poor P poor 

L. Dunce. But will you be ſo kind to me to anſwer 
my Defires. will you once more endeavour to make that 
Trayter fer. ſible that I have roo juſtan Eſteem of you, not 
to value his Adreſſes as they delerye? 

Sir Dav. Ay, ay, 1 will. 


L. Dance. But don't ſtay away too long, Dear; make 


, What bafte you can, I ſhall be in Pain till I fee you again. 
Sie Dav. My Dear, my Love, my Babby, Vil be with 
tber in a Moment: How happy am l above the reſt of Men! 


Neighbour, dear Neighbu, welk in with my Wite, and 


ke:p her Company, till | return again. Child don't be 
wrou- led, prithee don't be troubled, was there ever ſuch 
2 Wite, well, de, da, da. den'r be troubled, prithee don't 
be troubled, prithee don't be troubled, da, da. [Ex. 
I. Dunce. Sir Folly, Sir Folly Sir Fclly. | 1 
Sir Fel. Don't be treubicu, prithee don't be troubled, 
da. 


L. Dance. 
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L. Dwnce. But Sir Foly, can you gu ſe whereabout my 
ing Officer may he probably f und now? 
Sir Fol. Found Lady? he is to be found, Madam, he 


ʒ to be at my Houſe preſently Lady, he's certainly one of 
| the fineſt Fellows in the World. 


L. Dance. Y ou {peak like a Friend, Sir Folly. 
Sir Fol. lis Friend, Lady; no Madam his Foe, his utter 
Fnemy. I ſhall be his Ruin, | ſh undo him. | 
L Dwnce. You may. it yu pleaſe; then come both and 
at Cards this Evening wit me or an hour or wo; 
for I have contriv'd ui fo, th Sir David is to be abroad 
a Supper to Nigh', he cannot lil, avs id it; l long to 
win lome of the Capratn's Me - ſtrangely. 
Sir Fol, Do you ſo, my Gar: ite: ? Well, lil be fure 


do bring him, and for what he carries 2bow him Lil war- 


rant you——odd he's a pretty Fellow, a very pretty Fe- 
bw, be has only one Fault. | 
L. Dunce. And what is that I b-feech you, Sir? 


Sir Fol. Only roo loviig. too good-natur'd, that's all; 
is certainly the beſt. ra ur Fool breathing that's all his fault. 


{| you pleaſe, Sir Fel, well go in, 


Enter Beau d followed by Sir David, and Vermin. 
Sir Fol. Mum. mum, tis he b imſelt, the very fame; 


odds fu, S'r Davy atter him too, huſh, buſh, huſh, 
let us be gone, let us retire; do but look upon bim now, 
mind him a httle, there's a Shape, there's an Air, there's 
a Motion! Ah Rogue, ah Devi;, get you in, ge: ycu in 1 
lay, there's a Shape for you. [Exit L. Dunce. 


Beau. W hat the Devil ihall I do to recover this days lois 


again; my honourable Pimp too, my Pander Knight has 


' forlaken me; methinks I am quandary'd like one go 


with a Party to diſcover the Enemies Camp; but had lo 
his Guide upon the Mountains: Curie on him, old Arges 


| here again: there can be no good Fortune towards me 


= 


"Sir Dav. Yes with you, my ue Friend. | 


| "when bes ac my Heels. 
Sir Dav. Sir, Sir, Sir, one word with you, Sir! Cap» 


lan, Captain, noble Captain, one word | beicech you. 
Beaw Wich me, Friend? 5 8 
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your Love as 
you are in your Friendſhip, Sir Detid, yeur Lady bus the 
worſt time on't of any one in Chriſtendom, 

Sir Dav. 80 ſhe hae, Sir, when the cannot be free from 
the infolent Sollicitations of ſuch Fellows as you are, Sir. 
ic? why who am I, good Sir Domine 


141 
{+ 
i 
5 
jt i 


that | have the moſt virtuous Wife living ? Do you con- 


fider that? Now how like a Rogue be looks again; what 


1 


this very day, to aban- 
ings of this Nature tending to 

the Diſhenour of me and my Family ? 
Bean. Letter, 7 0 iy Mov cntn be worn yew? 


; by Fove, 
! forry to one bur 1 bad pla) d the Fool, and 
was there ever ſo charming 


Sir Dav. Ev'n her own ſelf in Perſon, Sir, and bad me 
tell you, Sir, that ſnhe has too juſt an Eſteem of me, Sir, 
not to value ſuch a Fellow as you are, as you deſerve, 


Beau. Very good: [ Reads the Letter.) I doubt not but 
this Letter will fur prize yuum—(w tro, and fo i: does 
extreamly) 
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her own Hand! What a 


— A 


a Crea ure 


|} the Chair by a Footman. 
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exreawly) but reflect upon the manner of conveying it 
to your Hand as kindly as you can. 

Sir Dau. Ay a damn'd Thief, to have it thrown into 


were but half fo kind 
to you as | am. 


Sir Dav. Say you fo, you i ing Knave. 

Dean. Bur be, I am fatisfy'd, is fo ſeverely jealoue, that 
except you contrive ſome way to let me ſee youu this Even- 
ing, 1 fear all will be hopelets. | 

Sir Dav. Impudent Traytor, I might have been a Mon- 
| ter yet before I bad got my Supper in my Belly. 

Beau. In order to which either appear your ſelf, or 
ſome body for you, halt an hour hence in the Piazza, 
| when more may be conkdered of. Adieu. 

Sir Dav. Thanks to you, noble Sir, with all my Heart ; 
jou are come | tee accordingly, but as a Friend I am 

| bound in Conſcience to tell che buſineſs won't do, the 
Trick won't paſs, Friend; you may put up your Pipes, 
and march off: Oh Lord! he lye with my Wite, Pughbh, 
be make Sir David Dunce a Cuckold, poor Wretch, ha, ha, has 
Sir Fol. Hiſt, bift, hift. | | 
| Enter Lady Dunce, and Fourbin difguis'd. 

| & Bows. That's he, there he is! ſucceed aud be re- 
warced. 

Fexr. Other People may think what they pleaſe; but 
un my own Opinion, I am a very prett Fellow now ; if 
my defign but tu- e:ed upon this old n, IIl be canc- 
d. Sir, Sir, Sir. 

Sir Dav. Friend! with me? Wou'd you ſpeak with me 
Friend? | 
Fer. Sir, my Commands were to attend your Worſhip. 

Sir Fol. Beaugard, Beaugard, hiſt, hiſt, here, here, quick- 


Bean. [Reads.) Would Sir David 


Sir Dav. Where do you live Sweet-heart, and who do 
you belong to? 

Rur. Sir, I am a ſmall Inſtrument of the City, 1 ſerve 
the Lord M:yor in his Office there. | | 

a Dav. How, the Lord Mayor! 


w 


Four. 


Four. Yes, Sir, who defires you by all means to do bim 


the Honour of your y at Supper this Evening, 
Sir Dav. It will be the greateſt Honour | ever receiv's 


I] am his Lordſhip's moſt humble Servant. 

Foxy, Yes, Sir, if your Name be Sir David Dance, us 1 
have the honour to be intorm'd it is; he deſires you more 
over to make what haſte you can, for that he has ſome 
matters ot Importance to communicate to your Honour, 
which may take up ſome time. | 

L. Dunce. | hope it will ſucceed. 

Sir Dav. Communicate with me! he does me too no- 
ble a Favour ; Fil fize upon the Wings of Ambition to 
lay my ſelf at his Footſtool:- My Lord Mayor ſends him- 
ſelf to invite me to 2 to conter with me too: 1 
ſhall certainly be a great Man. 

Four. What Anſwer will your Worſhip charge me back 
withal? 

Sir Dau. Let his Lordſhip know, that I am amaz'd 
and confounded at his Generoſity; and that I am fo tran- 
ſported with the Honour he does me, and that I will not 
fail to wait on him in the roaſting of an Egg. 

Four. I am your Worſhip's lowly Slave. 

Sir Dav. Vermin. go get | 
Gold Medal too and Chain, which 1 took from the Ro- 
man Cathoiick Officer for a Popiſh Re'ick: Ill be fine; 
Fl} ſhine, and drink Wine that's divine; my Lord Mayor 
invite me to Supper! 8 
L. Dwnce. My deareſt, Pa glad to fee thee return'd in 

Safety, from the bottom of my Heart: Haſt thou ſeen the 


Traitor ? | 
hang him, I have ſeen him; Pox 


Sir. Dav. Seen him! 
on him, ſeen him! 
, * Dunce. Well, and what is become of him? Where is 
Sir Dav. Why doſt thou ask me where he is? What a 
Pox care | what becomes of him; prithee don't trouble 
me with thy Impertinence, I am butic. 
L. Dunce. You are not angry, my Dear, are you? 
Sir Dau. No, but I am pleas d, and 2 
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in my Lite; what, my Lord Mayor invite me to Supper? 


the Coach ready; get me the 
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pleas'd let me tell you, but that I am only to ſup 

erke g that's all; nothi 22 U 
upon me, 

thar's 6; therefore once more, I ſay, don't be trouble- 

forge, but ſtand off. 

L. Dunce. Lou always think my Company troubleſome; 


rip" ſtay at home to comfort me; what think you 


do alone by my ſelf all this Evening? Moping in 


my Chamber; Pray, my Joy, ſtay with me for once. 1 


kope he won't take me at my Word. [ Aſide, 


Sir Dav. | fay again and again, Tempter ſtand off, 1 


will not loſe my — kor my Pleaſure; Hor our is 


dowards me, and Fleſh and Blood are my Averſion. 


L. Dance. But how long will you ſtay then? 
Sir Dav. 1 don't know, may be not an Hour, may be 


al Night, as bis Lordſhip and | think fit; what's that to 


my Body ? 
L. Dunce. You are very _=_ to me. 
Sir Dev. I can't help it; go, oF os in, and paſs away 
the time with your Neighbour I'll be back again before 


l 
"2 w. © 
: 


| quite and clean * my Relique; 1 was fo c'd to come 


le; in the mean time be humble and conformable, go. 


{ Is the Coach ready? 
| 


Verm. Yes, Sir. 


Sir Dav. Well your Servant; what, nothing to my 


— Mayoreſs! you have a great deal of Breeding indeed, 


deal; nothing to my Lady Mayoreſs? 
% Dunte. My Service to her, it ycu pleaſe. 
Sir Dab. Well Da, Da, the poor Fool cries, o my 


Conſcience! Adieu, do you hear, Farewel, Leas. 


L. Dance. As well as what ] love can make me. 
Enter Sir ſolly. 


Sir Fol. Madam, is he gone? 


L. Dunce In Poſt hafte, I aſſure. 
Sir Fol In troth, and Joy go with him. 
L. Dunce Do you then, Sir Folly, conduct the Captain 


her, whiiſt 1 go and diſpoſe ot the Family, that we 
may be private. | [ Exits 


Enter Sir Davy. 
Sir Dav. Troth, I bad forgot my Medal and Chain, 


ow 


up theſe Back · Staire, tor fear of meeting my Wre gin; 

it is the troubleſom it loving Fool; I muſt into my Co- 

ſet, and write 2 ſhort Letter too; tis Poſt Night, I had 

forgot that: Well, I wou'd not have my Wife catch me 

for a Guinea. | [Exit, 
Enter Beaugard and Lady Dunce. 

Beats. Are you certain, Madam, no Body is this way? 
I. fancy as we enter d. | ſaw che glimpſe of ſomething 
more than ordinary. 

L. Dunce. Is it your Care of me? or your perſona] 
Fears, that make you ſo ſuſpicious? Whereavouts was the 
Apparition ? Hog: 

Beau. There, there, juſt at the very Door. | 

L. Dwnce. Fie for ſhame. that's Sir Davys Cl ſer; and 


he, I'm iatisfy'd, is far enough off by this time. I'm ſure 


1 heard the Coach drive him away. But to convince 
| ſee now : Sir Davy, Sir Davy, Sir Davy, 
knocking Cloſet Door.) Lock you there; you 2Cap- 
tain, and afraid ot a Shadow! Come, Sir, ſhall we call for 
the Cards? | | 

Beaw And what ſhall we play for, pretty One? 
| en what you think beſt, Sir. 
Beau. Silver Kiſſes, or Golden Joys! Come, let us make 
Stakes a little. 

Enter Sir [o'ly. 


Sir Fol. Ah Rogue, ah Rogue! are you there? Have | 
caught you in Faith, now, nov, now! | 
L. Dunce. And who ſhall keep them? 


Nea T u, till Sir Davy returns from Supper. 
L. Dunce. That may be long enough; for our Engine 


has Orders not to give him over ſuddenly, I ab- 
ſure you. a e 

Beaw. And is't to your ſelf then Pm (bl g'd for this 
dleſt Opportunity? Let us improve it to Love's be? Ad- 


Sir Fol. Ah, h, h, h! Ab, h, h, h hy 
| Bear, Let's vow Eternal, and raiſe cur Thoughts to 
Ep Gion of immortal Pleafures : in one inothers Eyes 
ler's read our Joys, *rill we've no longer Power o'er dur 


Deſircs, .druna wich this diflolyi.g, h 


Enter 
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as, By this Light, the Cockold reo; may, then 


Halloo. [ Gets ub, and rum away. 
Sir Dav. O Lord. a Man! a Man whe Wife's Cham- 


der! Murder, Murder ! Thieves, Thieves, ſhut up my 


„ 


| 


Doors! Madam! Madam! Madam! 


Enter Sir Jolly. i 
Sir Fol. Ay, ay, Thieves, Thieycs, Murder, Murder, 


where Neighbour, where, where ? 


L. Dunce Pierce, pierce this wrerched Heart, hard to 
the Hilts, dye this in the deepeſt Crimſon of my Blood : 
not a miſerable Woman's Life, whom Heav'n de- 
ſau d to be the unhappy Obje of the moſt horrid Ulage 


1 Min Cer acted. 


[Catches up Bewgard*s Sword which he bad left belind 
him in the hurry, and preſents it to Sir Davy. 
Sir Dav. What, in the Name of Satan, does ſhe mean 


| now? | 


L Dwice. Curſe on my fatal Beauty! blaſted ever be 


| theſe two baneful Eyes that cou'd inſpire a barbarous 
Villain to attempt ſuch Crimes as all my Blo-d's too lit- 


le to attone tor: Nay, you ſhall hear ne 


Sir Daw, Hear you, Madam! No, | have ſeen toa 


much, I thank you heartily; hear you, Quotha 


I. Dunce. Yes, and before I die too, II be juttify'd. 4 


Sir Dev. Juſtify'd, oh Lord, juſtify d! 
L. Duace. Notice being given me of your Return, I 
ame with ſpeed to this unhappy Place, where I have oft 
been bleſt with your Embraces, when from behind the 
_ Beaugard ; how he came there Heav'a 


| Sir Dav. Eil have him hang'd for Burglary ; he has 
token my Houſe, and broke the Peace upon my Wife: 


Jr Day, Han! 


very good! 

L. Dunca. Streight in his Arms he praſp'd me faſt; 
wih much a do I plung d and got my Freedom, ran to 
Jour Cloſet- door, knock d and implor'd your Aid, call'd 
an your Name; but all in vai! 


L Dances. 


* 


and, with a Conquerors Fury 

Sir Dav. Oh Lord! oh Lord! no more, no more, | 
beſeech thee, I ſhall grow mad, and very mad! Pil plough 
up Rocks and Adamantine Iron-bars ; I'll crack the Frame 
ot Nature, fally out like Tamberlain upon the Trojaw Horſe, 
and drive the Pigmies all like Geeſe before me. Oh Lor, 


ſtop her Mouth! Well, and hew ? and what then! ſtopy 


thy Mouth! Well! Hah! 
L. Dunce No, though unfertunate, I ſtill am innocent; 


his curſed Purpoſe cou d not be accompliſt ; but W. 


will live fo injur d? No, Ill die to be reveng'd on my 
ſelf : 1 ne er can hope that I may fee his ftreaming Gore; 


and thus I let out my own — | 
[Offers to run un the Sword, 


Sir Dau. Ha! what would'tt thou do, my Love? pri- 
thee don't break my Heart: It thou wilt kil, kill me; | 
know theu art innocent, I fee thou art; though I had 


rather be a Cuckold a thouſand times, than loſe ther, 


Love, poor Dearee, poor Baby. | 

Sir Fol. Alack - a- da Meß, 

L. Dunce. Ah me wa 

Sir Dav. Ah, prithee be comforted now, prithee do; 
why, L'il love thee the better for this, for all this, Mun: Why 
ſhould'ſt be troubled for another's ill Doings! I know it 
was no fault of thine. | 

Sir Fol. No, no more it was not, I dare ſwear. 
Sir Dev. See, ſee, my Neighbour weeps too; he is 
troubled to fee thee thus. 

L. Dunce ON. bur Revenge! 


Sir Dau. Why, thou ſhalt have Revenge; Ii] have hm 


murder d; Ill have his Throat cut before to-morrow- 
morning. Child: Riſe now, prit hee riſe. 

Sir Fol. Ay, do, Madam, and ſmile upon Sir Davy. 
F ous But will you love me then as well as e er you 
did? 
Sir Dav. Ay, and the longeſt Day I live too. 

L. Dunce. And ſhall I have Juſtice done me on that pro- 
digious Monfter ? 


| Sir Dev. Why, be ſhall be Crows-meat by to-morrow 


night; Þ 
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z | gight; I tell thee he ſhall be Crows meat by midnight, 


L. Dunce. Then I will live; fince fo, tis ſomething 


3 
| 
: ET ©s Pence crap tend 6 happy Like 
4 


With ſuch a Hlusb and 
Sir Dav. | with ſuch a Wife. 


| ACT IV. SCENE I 


a —_ SCENE The Tavers. 

rd. pw. NI Elcome, Gentlemen, very welcome, Sir; 
Te will you pleaſe to walk up one pair of 
;| ars? 


id Bean. Get the great Room ready preſently; carry up 
et, If too a good Stock of Bottles be fore: hand. with Ice to cool 
our Wine, and Water to refreſh our Glaſſes. | 
u, | Draw. It ſball be done, Sir. Coming, coming there, 
coming: Speak up in the Dolphin, ſome Body. 
do; } Beau, Ah, Courtine, muſt we be always idle! Muſt we 
by | never fee our glorious Days again! When mall we be 
it { rowling in the Lands of Milk and Honey, encampt in 
lrge luxuriant Vineyards, where the loaded Vines clufter 
tour our Tents, drink the rich Juice, juſt preſt from 
xe is | the plump Grape, feeding on all the fragrant Golden Fruit 
{ that grow in lertile Climes, and ripeu'd by the earlieſt vi- 
pour of the Sun? | 
him |} Cour. Ah, Beaugard! thoſe Days have been, but now 
ow- {ve muſt reſolve to content our felves at an humble Rate: 
llechinks it is not unpleaſant to conſider how 1 have ſeen 
„ te in a large Pavillion; drowning the Heat of the Day 
100 in Champaine Wines, ſparkling ſweet as thoſe charming 
Jeauties, whoſe dear Remembrance every Glaſs recorded, 
Wh half a dozen honeſt Fellows more, Friends, Bean- 
pro- d; faithful hearty Friend; things as hard to meet 
wh, as Preferment, here: Fellows that would ſpeak Truth 
rrow Ally, and were proud on't; that ſcorn d Flattery, lov'd 


b 
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Honeſty, for 'twas their Portion; and never | 
Brag. Ay, now we are at home in our navurakMine, 
and ſleep like Drones; but there's a Gentleman on the 6 
ther fide the Water, that may make work for us all ane Dj. 
Corr. But in the mean while | 
Beau. ln the mean while Patience, C; that is the 
Engliſh Man's Virtue: Go to the Man that owes you 
and tell him you are i eceſſitated his Anſwer ſhall be, Al 
Patience, I beſrech you, Sir: Ask a cowardly Raſcal Sativfe- 
ction for a ſordid Injury done you; be ſhall cry, Alas Sd 
Sir, ycu are the ſtrangeſt Man living, you won't have Pati 
ence to hear one fpeak. Complain to a Great Man that 
you want Preterment, that you have forſaken conſider - 


able Advantag-s abroad, in Obedience to publick Edita all | 


you {hall get of him is this, You mult have Patience, Sir. 


Cour. But will Patience teed me, or cloath me, or keep 


me clean? | 
Brau. Friczee no mcic hints of Poverty: Tis ſcands 
leu; death, | weulk! as ſoon chuſe to hear a Soldier 
brag, es con plun: De ſt chun want any Mony? 
Cour. True indecd, I want no Neceſſaries to keep me 
alive; but 1 do not enjoy my felf with that Freedom | 
would do; there is no more Pleaſure in living at ſtint, than 


there is in liviug alone. I would have it in my Power(when | 
he nceded me) to ſerve and aſſiſt my Friend; I would u 
my Ability dcal handſomely too, by the Woman that 


pleased me. | | 
Bean Oh fie for ſhame! you would be a Whore m- 
ſler, Friend; go, go, I'll have no more to do with you. 
Cour. I would not be torc'd neither at any time to 3 
vuid a Gentleman that bad oblig'd me, tor want of Mony 


; 


* 
Q 
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to pay him a Debt coutracted in our old Acquaintance; it Cor 


turns my Stomach to wheadle with the Rogue | icon, 
when he uſes me tcu: vil), becauſe he has my Name in 

Beau. As tor Example, to endure the Familiarities of 2 
Rogue, that ſhall cock his grealie Hat in my Face, whet 


he duns me, and at the fame time vail it to an overgrow By 


Deputy of the Ward, though à trowZzy — 


0 
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"Cw. To be forced to concur with his Nonſenſe too, 
and laugh ar his Pariſt-jeſts. 2 
Bean, To uſe Reſpects and Ceremonies to the Milch- 
| Cow his Wife, and praiſe her pretty Children, though 

they link of their Mother, and are uglier than the Iſſue of 
z Baboon; yet all this muſt be endured. | 

" Cour. Muſt it, Beanugard? | 

Beau, And fince tis fo, let's think of a Bottle. 

Con. With all my Heart, for railing and drinking do 
much better together than by themſelves; a ou Room, 
Friend or two, good Wine and bold Truths, are 
ineſs; but where's our dear Friend and Intimate, 


* 
— 
= 
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To deal like a Friend, Courtine I parted with 
him bur juſt now; he's gone to contrive me a Meeting, 
i poſſible, this Night, with the Woman my Sul is mott 

of: 1 was this Evening juſt entering upon the Pa- 


Irre of all Joy, when I met with fo dam 


— — le a Diſap- 
poinement in ſhort, that Plague to all well-meaning 
Womer, the Husband, came unfeaſonably, and torc'd a 
poor Lover to his Heels, rhat was fairly making his Pre- 
gels another way, Cpurtine; the Story thou ſhalt hear 
more at large hereatrer. | 
Cour. A Plague on him, why didſt thou not murther 
the preſumptuous Cockold ? Sawcy intruding Clown ! 
do dare to diſturb aGentleman's Privacies. I would have 
daten him into Senf- of his Tranſgreffion, injoy'd bis 
Vife before his Face, and taught the D'g his Duty. 
Dean. Look you, Courtine you think you are dealing 
with the Landlord of your Wainter-Quarters in Al/atis 
ww? Friend, Friend, there is a Difference between a 
Free-born Engliſh Cuckold, and a fneaking Wittal of a 
Icorquer'd Province, | | 

Cour. Oh, by all means! there ought to be a Difference 
tlery' be:ween your Arbitrary Whoring, and your Li- 
Wed Fornication. | | 

| Bean. And but reaſon: For though we may make bold 
wh another Man's Wife in a Friendly way ; yet nothing 
won Compultion, dear Heart. | | 

| Gur, And now, Sir Folly, I hope, is to be the Inftru- 
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good of the Body, and the old Fellows Soul, By 


ment of ſome immortal Plot; ſome 


tor all Cuck ids go ro Heav*n. that's moſt certain. 

Beam. Si Folly! Why, on my Conſcience, he thinks it 
as much his undoubted Right to be Pimp-Maſter Gene 
ral to London and Middleſex, as the Eſtate he poſſeſſes is; 
By my conſent his Worſhip ſhould e'en have a Patent 
or it 

Comr. He is certainly the futeſt for the Employment in 
Chriſtendom; he knows more Families by their Names 
=—_— than all the Bell-men within and without the 
Walls. 
Beau. Nay, he keeps a Catalogue of the choiceſt Beau 
ties about Town, illuſtrated with a particular Account of 
their Age, Shape, Proportion, colour of Hair and Eyes 
degrees of Complexion, Gun-powder Spots and Moles, 


Cour. I wilh the old Pander were bound to fatisfie my | 
Experience; what Marks of good Nature my Sylvia has 


about her. 
Enter Sir Jolly Jumble. | 

Sir Fol. My Captains! my Sons of Mars, and Imps of 
Venus! well enconter d; what, ſhall we have a — 
Bottle or two, and uſe Fortune like a Jade? Beauga: 
you are a Rogue, you are a Dog, I hate you; get yougone, 
io But Sir Folly, what News from Paradiſe, Sir Fo 
ly? ls there any hopes I ſhall come there to Night? 

Sir Fol. May be there i-, may be there is not; I ſay let 


us have a Bottle, and I will fay nothing elſe without a 


Bottle: After a Glaſs or two my Heart may open. 
Cour. Why then we will have a Bottle, Sir Folly. _ 
Sir Fol. Will? we'll have dozens, and drink till we we 
wiſe, and ſpeak well of no body, till we are lewder than 

Midnight Whores, and our-rail disbanded Officers. 


Dean. Only one thing more, my noble Knight, and then 


we are entirely at thy diſpoſal. | 
Sir Fol. Well, and what's that? What's the Buſineſs? 
Beau. This Friend of mine hcie ſtands in need of thy 

Aſſiſtanee, he's damnably in Love, Sir Joch. 


Si Fl 
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Yo Fob In Love! is he fo! In Love! Ods my Life! fs 
| et Whar's her Name? Where does the live? I warrant 
| know her; ſhe's in my Table-Book Fil warrant you: 
Fon, Wife, or Widow! [Pull ont a Table-book. 
Cy. In troth, Sir Folly, thit's ſomething a difficult 
Qu-ftion; bur as Virgins go now, ſhe may pals for ove of 


Sir Fol. Virgin, very good: let meſce; Virgin, Virgin, 
n | Virgin; ob, here are the Virgins; truly, I meer with the 
» | (weſt of this fort of any: Well, and the firſt Letter of 
ef der Name now ! For a Wager I gueſs her. 
Cu. Then you mult know, Sir Folly, that I love 
Lave with an S. | 


U- 

of | Sir Fl. 3. S. S. O hire are the Eſſes; let me confider 
es, 1 5 4} 10, 
* 
has 


Cour. No, Sir. 

Sir Fol. Selinda. 

Cour. Neither. 
Sir Fol. Sof hronia. 
Cour. You mult gueſs again, I aſſure you. 
of } Sir Fol. Sylvia. 
— | Cour. Ay, ay, Sir Joly that's the fatal Name; Sylvia, 
v6, I tie Fair, the Witty, the Ill: natur d; do you know her, 
ne, I fy Friend? 
Fob 
let 
ut 2 


Sir Fol, Knew ber! Why ſhe is my Daughter, and I 
have adopted her theſe ſeven Years: Sylvia! let me look; 
light brown Hair, her Face oval and roman, quick ſpark - 
lag Eyes, plump pregnant ruby Lips, with a Mole on her 

| beaſt, and the perfect likeneis of a Heart- Cherry on her 
eſt Knee: Ah Villain! Ah fly Cap! have I caught you? 
are you there. fich? Well, and what fays ſhe ? Is ſhe 
ming? Do her Eyes berray her? Does her Heart beat, 
that nd ber Bubbies riſe, when you talk to her. bah? 
| | Beats Look you, Sir Folly, all things conſider'd, it may 
then Þ make a ſhifr to come to a Marriage in tim 
vir Fol. l'll have nothing to do in it; I won't be ſeen 
ls? u the bunneſs of Matrimony ; Make me a Match-maker? 
f Wy {iflthy Marriage-Broker ! Sir L ſcorn, I know better things: 
bk you. Friend, to carry her a Letter trom you or ſo, 
; al on good Terms, though it be in a Church, Fil deliver 
: un; 
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itz or when the Buſineſs is come to an wy \ . 
ans | | 
180 
on 
m 

, Gent your Room is ready, your Wineand 
—_—— —— en | 

. Ay, Wine, Wine, give us Wine: a P\ 
dt in the Devil's Name ” J and 
Cour. But if an Harlot or two chance to enquire | mo 
Sir Fol. Right. Sirrah, if Whores come never ſo many, | fer 
give em Reverence, and Reception, but nothing elſe; let 1  * 
nothing but Whores and Bottles come near us, as you l ie 
tender your Ears. Four 
{They go within the Scene, where is diſcover d Table and |} 
Bottles | thin: 


Beau. Why, there's, _—_ — of Canaan now 
in little; har Drawer, S ſhut the Door, 
tne, ooee har? ine © & tel ther mb a; 
nor Neceſſities may peep in upon us. 

Enter Sir Davy, Fourbin, Bloody-Bones, and Drawer. 

Four. Bloody Bones be fure to behave your ſelf hand. 
ſomly, and like your Profeſſion; ſhew your ſelf a Cut- 
Throat of Parts, and we'll fleece him. 
Blood. My Lidy fays, we muſt be expeditious; Sir Ja. 
ly has given - ny my by this time, ſo that no- 
thing is wanting but t agement ot this over-grown 
Of bs meke — at large, and keep the Whore 
Fortune under. SES 

Dean Welcome, Gentlemen, very welcome, Sir; 
will'r pleaſe you to walk into a Room? Or ſhail I wait 
upon your Honours Pleaſure here? 

Sir Dav. Sweet-heart let us be quiet, and bring us Wine 
hither; 8 | [Sits dn. 8 
From this Moment, War, War; and mortal 8 . 
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: that Enemy of my Honour, and Thief of my go: d 

called Beawgard. Ycu can cut a Throat upon oc- 

* calion, you faid, Friend? 

. Sir, cutting of Throats is my Hereditary Vocnti- 
on; my Father was hang'd ior cutting ot Throats betore 
me, and my Mo her for cutting of Purſes. 

T Sir Dav. No more to be lad, my Courage is mounts 

Ja like a little French Man upon a great Hozic, and I'll 
| have him murder d. 
+ 1 Foxr. Murder'd you hy, Sr? | 

Sir Dau. Ay, Murder'd | fay, Sir; his Face flay'd off, 

and nail'd to a Poſt in mv gicat Ha! in the Country, a- 
mongſt all the other Trozh es at wild Bea'ts Can by Gur 

Family fince the Conquett : There's never a Whore- Mas 
fers Head there yer. | 

Foxy. Sir, for that let me recommend this worthy 
nend of mine to your Service; he's an induſtrious Geutle- 
man, and one that will deferve your Fayour. „ 

— Dav. He looks but lomethiug ruggedly though me- 

Foxr. But, Sir, bis Parts will atone for his perſon; 
forms and Faſhions are the lait of his Rudy: He aff :&ts 

a fort of Philcſophical Negligence indeed; bur, Sir, make 

mal of him, and youl. fad him a Perſon fic tor the wark 

of this World. 
Sir Dav. What Trade are you, Friend ? f | 
Hood. No Trade at all, Friend | profels Murder: Raſ- 

ally Butchers make a Trade wat; s a Genticiman's Di- 

rertiſemen?. | : 

vir Dav. Do you profeſs Murder? 

nd. Yes, Sir, tis my Livei.hood: 1 keep a Wiſe and 

ix Children by it. 5 

Dau. Then, Sir, berc's to you with all my Heart: 
ud | had dose with thts fol owe 

. Well, Sir, it you have 2 Service for us, 1 de- 

= we may receive your Geld aud your Iaitructicus fo 

kn as is (be. | | 
Ls Dave Sott ind fair, Screet-heatt, love to fee 2 lice 
@low | lay ou: ny 5ony: Hive you very good trading 
days in your war, Lrirun? 

Ver. I. | R Blood, 


Ki ES ALPS PE” FEE: % FEW © 
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Blood. In times a Man may eat and drink com: 
fortably upon't: A private Murder done handſomely n 
worth Mony ; but now that the Nation's unſettled, there 
are ſo many general Undertakers, that tis grown almoſt 


little or nothing, and no body e er know who did it neither. 


were you born, moſt Noble Sir? 

Blood. Indeed my Country is Foreign, I was born in 
Argier ; my Mother was an Apcſtuc-Greek, my Father 
| a Renegado Engliſuman, who by opprefling of Chriſtian 
Slaves grew rich; for which when he lay fick, I mu- 
der d him one Day in his Bed; made my Eſcape to Mg 
tha; where, imbracing the Faith, I had the Honour gi 
ven me to command a thouſand Hlorſe aboard the Gallies 
of that State. 


agun. 
Four. He tells you, Sir, but the naked Truth. 


Theſe are deviliſh Fellows I'll warrant em. 22 
Four. War, Friend, and ſhining Honour has been our 


Face of the Army we tock the impenetrable Half-Moon, 


Moon. 
Foxy. Brother thou art in the right; *cwas a Full Moon, | 
and ſuch a Moon, Sir 

Sir Dav. I doubt it not in the leaſt, Gentlemen; bit, 
in the mean while, to our Bulinels. | 

Four. With all my Heart, ſo ſoon as you pleaſe. 


Fellow can tell you that: He's a Captain. 
Four. Has he a Heart, think you, Sir? 


nor Devil. 


Did ju never cat a Man's Heart, Sir? 
en et Sir Dau. 


as Monopoly; you may bave a Man murder d almoſt for | 
Sir Dav. Pray, what Country man are you ? Where 


Sr Dav. Oh Lord, Sir! my humble Service to you 


Sir Dav. I doubt it not in the leaſt, moſt worthy Sir; } 


Province, till ruſty Peace reduc'd us to this baſe Obſcuri» | 
ty; Ab, Blood) Bones! Ah, when thou and I commanded | 
that Party at the Siege of Philip:bourgh ! where in the | 
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Blood. Half-Moon, Sir! by your Favour twas a Whols | 


Sir Dav. Do you know this Beaugard ; he's a deviliſh 


Sir Dav. Oh, like a Lion! he fears neither God, M 


Blood. Tl bring it you for your Breakfait to- Morrow || 
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Fir Dav. Eat a Man's Heart, Friend! 
Four. Ay, ay, 2 Man's Heart, Sir; it makes abſolutely 
the beſt Ragouſt in the World : I have eaten forty of 


them in my time without Bread. 


Sir Dav. © Lord! a Man's Heart! my humble Service 


| to you bath, Gentlemen. ; 


Blood. Why, your Algerine Pirates eat nothing elſe at 
gen; they have them always ported up like Veniſon; your 
well grown Dutchman's Heart makes an excellent Diſh 
with Oil and Pepper. 

Sir Dav. Oh Lord! Oh Lord! Friend, Friend. a word 
with you: How much mult you and your Companion 
have to do this Buſtieſs? | | 

Four. What, and bring you the [Heart home to your 
Houſe ? : | 

Sir Dav. No, no, keeping the Heart for your own eat- 
ing. I'll be rid of em as foon as poſſible I cin, 

Four. You fay, Sir, he's a Gentleman 

Sir Dav. Ay, ſuch a ſort of Gentlemen as are about this 
Town : The Fellovy has a pretty handſome Outſide; but 
I believe little or no Money in his Pocke:s. 

Four. Therefore we are like to have the honour to re- 
teive the more from your Worſhip's Bounty. 
Blood. For wy part I care for no Man's Bounty: I ex- 
pect to have my Bargain perform'd, aud I'll make as good 
zone as | can. | 
Sir Dav. Look you, Friend, don't you be angry, Friend, 
don't be angry, Friend, before you have Octajion : You 
% you'll have — let's fee how much you will have 
now——l warrant the Devil and all by your good Will. 
Four. Truly, Sir David, if as you ſay, the Man muſt be 
| well murder d without any remorſe for Mercy, betwixt 
Twk and Few. it is honeſtly worth two hundred Pounds. 


Si Dav. Two hundred Pounds! Why, I'li have a Phy- 


feian ſhall kill a whole Family for halt the Mony. 
| Blood, Damme, Sir, how do ye mean? 


, Mas, Sir Dau Damme, Sir, how do I mean? Damme, Sir, 


wt to part with my Mony. 


- 


_ Not part, Brother! 
aur. Brother, the Wight is improvable, and this muſt 
ben withal, R 2 Blood. 


2 — 


—— 
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Blood, Have I for this diſſolv'd Circean Charms ? broke | 
Tron Durance, whilſt from theſe firm Legs the well-fit 
uſeleſs Fetters dropp'd away, and left n me Maſter of ay 
native Freedom ? 

Sir Dav. What does he mean now? 

Fowr. Truly, Sir, I am forry to fee it, with all 
Heart; tis a Piſtraction that frequently ſeizes him, tho 
1 am ſorry it ſhould happen fo unluckily at this time 

Sir Dav. Diſtracted, ſay you! is he fo apt to be & 
racted? 

Four. Oh, Sir, raging mad We that live by Murder | 
are all ſo; Guilt will never let us fleep, I befeech you, | th 
Sir, fand clear of him, he's apt to be very miſchievous f the 
at theſe unfortunate Hours. T ha 

Blcod. Have 1 been crunk with tender Infants Road, 
and ripp'd up teeming Wombs? Have theſe bold Bands | 
raniack'd the Temples of the Gods, and ſtabb'd the Prien | 
be ore their Altars? Rave I cone this? Bab! 

Sic Dav. No, Sir, not that I know, Sir, 1 would a 
fay any ſuch thing for all the World, Sir: Worthy Gen 
tleman, I beſecch you, Sir, ycu {cem to be a civil Perſon, 
I beſeech you, Sir, to mitigate his Paſſion, III do any 
thing in the World; you til command wy whole L Fwi 
late. 

Fur. Nay, after all, Sir, if you have not a mind to 
have him quite murder'd, if a fwinging Drubbing to bei- 
rid him, or to, will ſerre your turn, you may have it at 
a cheaper Rote a great ceal. 

Sir Dav. Trely, Sir, with ail my Heart; for merkinks, 
now | coiilider 4% atters better, I wou'd not by =} meaus 
be guilty ot another: Man's Blucd, 

Four. Why, theu let me conlider, to tayehimbes 
ten tubllanially, a beatu g that will flick by bim, wil 
Cuil you half the ion). 

Su Dav, What, one hundred Pounds! Sure the perl 

in you, cr you vrculd not be io uncenſcionable. 

Biood, The Devil! u here? where is the Devil? 
me; Fil teil thee, Peelzebub, thou haſt broke thy Cur By 
nant; Cid! not thou promiie me eernal Plenty, when [Þ dir 
geligin's my Soul to thy Alluremaents? 2 

Sir Dau. Ah, Lord! | Blow. 


- 
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Blood. Touch me not yer; Pve yet ren thouſand Maur.. 


deer to act before I'm thine: With all thoſe Sins Pl] came 
| with full Damnation to thy Caverns of endleſs Pain, and 
' | howl with thee for ever. | 


Sir Dau. Bleſs us! what wil! become of this mortal 
Body of mine? Where am 1? ts th a Houſe? do l live? 
am l Fleſn and Blood ? 

Blood, There, there's the Fiend again! don't chatter (2, 
ad grin at me; it thou mult needs hive Prey, take here, 
ake him. this Tempter that would bribe me with ſhi- 
ging G0 f, ro ſtain my Finds with new Trig airy, 

Sir Dau, Stand off, | charge thee, Saran, whoſae er 
thou art, thou haſt no Right nor Cum to me; Fl have 


thee bound n Necromantick Charm. Hark you, Friend, 


I ks the Gentleman given his Soul to the Devil? 


td of him as ſoon as you cau. 


Four. Oaly paved it a little; that's All. 

Sir Dav. Let me beſeech you, Sir, to diſpatch, and get 
I would gladly drink a 
Bottle with you, Sir, but 1 hate the Devil's Company 


mortally: As for the hundred Pound, here, it is ready; 
20 more Words, III {ſubmit to your good Nature and 


erſon, | Diſcretion. 


0 any 


le L. 


» lettle into him. 


Four. Then, Wretch, take this, and make thy Peace 
with the infernal King; he loves Riches, ſacrifice and be 
at reſt. 

Blood. Tis done, I'll follow thee, lead on; nay, if thou 


Wile, I more defie thee; Fee, Fa, Fum, Exit. 
Four, Tis very odd this. | - 
Sir Dav. Very odd, indeed; Im glad he's gone though. 


Four, Now, Sir, if you pleaſe, we'll refreth our ſelves 
with a chearful Glaſs, and fo Chaaue un cher lus —— I 
wou'd fain make the Gull drunk a little to put a little 

Sir Dau. With all my Heart, Sir; but no more words 
the Devil if you love me. 
| Four. The Devil's an Aſs, Sir, and here's a Health to all 


J 1 
5 Corte 
when | 


Bl} 


boſe that defie the Devil. 


Sir Dau. With all my Heart, and all bis Works too. 
| eur. Nay, Sir, you muſt do me rigbt, I aſſure you. 
"Ur Dav, Not fo full, not fo full, that's too much of all 
| R 3 Contct- 


- 
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Conſcience : In troth, Friend, theſe are fad times, yery 
ſad times; but here's to you. "0 

Four. *Pox o the Times, the Times are well enouph, 
ſo long as a Man has Mony in his Pocket. | 

Sir Dau. Tis true, here I have been bargaining with 
you about a Murder, but never contider that Idolatry 18 
coming in full ſpeed upon the Nation, Pray what Reli. 
gion are you of, Friend ? | 

Four. What Religion am I of, Sir? Sir, your humble 
Servant. W 

Sir Dav. Truly a good Conſcience is a great Happineſs; 
and fo I] pledge you, hemp), n —— 
Dog be murder d this Night? 

Four. My Brother Rogue is gone by this time to 8ett 
bim, and the Buſineſs ſhall be done ctieftually, Til war 
Fant you. Here's reſt his Soul. | 

Sir Dau. With all my Heart, Faith; I hate to be unchas . | 


SC TP. 
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Enter Courtine and Drawer. | 
Cour. Look you, tis a very impudent thing not to be 
drunk by this time; ſhall Rogues ſtay in Taverns to fyp 
Pints, and be ſ ber, when honcſt Gentlemen are drunkby | 
Gallons? 1'll have none on't. 1 
Sir Dav. O Lord, who's there? [Sits up in his Chair. 
Draw. I beſeech your Henour, our Houſe will be ut» 
terly ruin'd by this means. 
Conr. Damn your Houſe, your Wife, and Children, and 
all your Family, you Dog! Sir, who are you? 
[To Sir David. | 
Sir Dav. Who am I, Sir? what's that to you Sic? Will | 
you tickle my Foot, you Rogue ? 
Cour. Fil tickle your Guts, you Paultroon, preſently. 
Sir Dau. Tickle my Guts, you Mad-cap! Fl! tickle un 
Toby it you do. 5 
Corr. What, with that circumcis'd Band? That grave 
hypocritical Beard, of the Reformation-cut? Old Fellow, 
I believe you are a Rogue. | 
Bir Dau. Sirrah you ire a Whore, an errant Birch- Whore, 
Fll uſe you like a Whore. PI! kiſs you, you Jade, III ra- 
viſh you, yon Buttock, I am a Juſtice of the Peace, Sirra, 
and that's worie. "MP — 


— 
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Cour. Damn you, Sir, I care not if you were a Con- 
fable and all his Watch; what, ſach a Rogue as you fead 


honeſt Fellows to Priſon, and countenance Whores in your 


iſdiction tor Bribery, you Mongrel! Fil beat you, Sir- 


1 W I'll brain you, I'll murder vou, you Mann-Calf. 


[ Throws the Chairs after him. 
Sir Dav. Sir, Sir, Sir, Conſtable, Watca, Stokes, Stokes, 


| Stokes, Murder [ Exit, 


Cour. Huzzi Beaugard ! 
| Euter Beangard, and Sir Jolly. 
Four. Well, Sir, the Bulineſs is done, we have bargun'd 
to murder you. 
Beau. Murder'd! who's to be murder d. ha, Fourbin? 
Sir Fol. You are to ba murder d, Friend, you ſhall be 


nn. 


Beau. But how 2m I to be murder d? Who's to mur · 


der me, | beſcech you? 


Four. Your humble Servant, Fourbin; I am the Man, 


with your Worſhip's leave. Sir David has given me this 


Gold to do it handſomly. 
Bears. Sir David! unchariable Cur, what murder an 


| hone ſt Fello v tor 1 civil to nis Family: What can 


this mean, Gentlemen? 
Sir Fol. No, *tis for not being civil to his Family, that it 
means Gentlemen, thereſore are yuu ro he murder'd to Night, 


| and bury d a-bed with my L dy, you Fack Straw you. 


Beau. I underftand you, Friends; the old Gentleman 
has detign'd to have me butcher'd, and you have kindly con- 


tiv d it to turn it to my Advantage in the Aﬀair of Love. 
| Tam to be murder d but as it were, Gentlemen, hab! 


Four. Your Honour has a piercing judgment: Sir, Cap- 
tain Courtme's gone. 
Beau. No matter, let him go: he has a 


Deſign to put 


| in Practice this Night too, and would perhaps but ſpoil 
— but when, Sir Folly, is this Bulineſs to be brought 
| . 


Sir 7 ol, Preſently, *tis more than time twere done al- 
ready; go, get you gone, I fay; hold, hold, let's ſee your 
left Ear firft, hum — ha — you are A Rogue, y are 2 
Rogue, get you gone, get you gone, go, —[Exeunt> 
es SCENE 


a M. 
* 
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SCENE changes to Covent-Garden Piazza. 


Enter Sylvia and her Maid in the Balcony, 

Maid. But why, Madam, will you uſe him fo inhy: 
manly ? Pm confident he loves you. 

Fylv. Oh! a true Lover is to be found out like a trus 
Saint, by the trial of his Patience : have you the Cordy 
rcady ? | 

Mai Here they are, Madam. | 

. Sy/v , Let em down, and be ſure when it comes to 
Trial, to pull luſtily; is 14 the Footman ready? 

Hi. At your Lady ſhip's Command, Madam. 

Sylz. I wonder he ſhould ſo long, the Clock has 
fAiruck Twelve. 


Euler Courtine. | 
Cour. ng. And was ſe not frank and free, 
| Ani was He not kind to me, 
To lock ug her Cat in her Cupboard, 
And give her Key to me tome. 
To lock up her Cat in her Cut board, 
And gree ber Key to me. 


Sylv. This mult be he: Ay, 'tis he, and, as I am 2 
Virgin, roaring drunk ; but if I fiad not a way to make 
| bim lober 

Cour. Here, here's the Window : Ay, that's Hell- door: 
and my Damaartion's in the Infice: Sylvia, Sylvia, Sylvia, 
Dezr Imp of Satan appear to thy Servant. | 

Sy. Who calls on Sylvia in this dead of Night, when 
Reſt ie wan'ing to her longing Eyes? 


Cour. bis a poor Wrerch can hardly ſtand upright, 


drunk with thy Loves, and it he falls he lies. 
Sy v. Conrtme is it you? 
Cour. Yes, Sweet- Heart, *tis I; art thou ready for 
me ? 
Sylv. Faſten your ſelf to that Cord there; there it is. 
Ciur. Cord! Where? Ou, oh, here, here, ſo now to 
Heav n in a String. 
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Chur. Yes, | have done Child, and would fain be doing 
too, Huſſie. 
Sylv. Then pull away, hoa up, hoa up, hoa up, fo, 4. 
yaſt there, Sir. 


en. Madam. 
' } dSylv. Are you very much in Love, Sir? 
| Cour. Oh damnab!ly Child, damnably. 
| AR. I'm ſorry for't with all my Heart: Good. night 
| ptain. 

1 Cour. Ha, gone ! what, left in Eraſnus's Paradiſe, be» 
> | tween Hew'nand Hell? It the Coaſtable ſhould take me 


now for a ſtragling Monkey hung by the Loins, and hunt 

me with his Cry of Watch-men! Ah! Woman, Woman, 

s | Woman; well, a merry Lite, and a ſhort, that's all. 

Sings. God proſper long our Noble King, | 
Our Lives and Safeties all. 4 


Im mighty Loyal to Night. | 

| Enter Fourbin an Bloody-bones, as from Sir Davy 

| Dunce's How/e. 

| Four. Murder, Murder, Murder! Help, help, Murder“ 
Cour: Nay, if there be Murder ſtirring, tis high time to 


ſhife for my ſelf. [Climbs up 0 the Balcony. 
I Hv. [Squeaking.] Ab, b, h, h, h! | 
& {| Blood. Yonder, y onder he comes; Murder, Murder, 
Murder { Ex. Blood. and Fourbin. 
1 Enter Sir Davy Dunce. 
FI Sir Dav. Tis very late; but Murder is a melancholy 

buſineſs, and Night is fic for't. Il go home [Kngeks. 
a Verm. Who's there? | | 

! Sir Dav. Who's there Open the Door you Whe!p of 

A Babylon. 


Perm. Oh Sir! Lare welcome home; but here is the 
[ fadceſt News! Here has been Murder committed, Sir. 


r Sir Dav. Hold your Tongue you Foo, and go to ſleep; 
get you in, do you hear; you talk of Murder you Rogue ? 
| You meddle with Stare Aﬀairs? Get you in, 

- X | 
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The Scene opens the Middle of the Houſe, and diſcover: Sis \dl-. 
ly Jumble and the Lady putting Captain Beaugard is or». | 
der as if he were dead. | 
Sir Fol, Lye ſtill, lye till you Knave, cloſe, cloſe when | 
1 bid you, you bad beſt que and Fel the Spore, you. 
Bean, But pray how long mult I lye thus 
4 Duuce. Vil warrant you'll think the time mighty 
1 Us. | 
Bean. Swect Creature, who can counterfeit Death | 
when you are near him? | 
Sir Fal. You hall, Sirrah, if a body defires you a lit-. 
tle, fo you $a!); we ſhall ſpcil all elſe, all will be ſpoild | 
_ elle, Man, if ycu do not: Stretch out longer, longer yet. 
as long as ever you cn; ſo, fo, hold your Breath, hold 
your reach; very rell. [ 
| Euter Maid. 
Maid. Madam, kere comes Sir David. 
Sir Fol. Odds fo, now cloſe again as I told you, cloſe 
you Devil, now fiir if you dare; ſtir but any Part about 
you if you dare now; odd [1] hit you ſuch a Rap it you | 
do; lye (till, lye you fill. | 
Enter Sir Davy Dance, | 
Sir Dau. My Dear, how doſt thou do, my Dear? [ 
am come. | 
L. Duncs. Ah, Sir! what is't y ave done? T'ave ruin d 
me, your Family, your Fortune, all is ruin d; where ſhall 
we go, or whither ſhall we fl}? | 
Sir Daw. Where ſhall we go! why, we'll go to Bed, 
you lit le Jackadandy ; why, you are not a Wench, you. | 
Rogue, you are a Boy, a very Boy, and I love. you the 
better fort: Sirrab, he — 
L. Dance. Ah, Sir, ſec there. | __ 
Sir Dav. Bleſs us! a Man! and bloody! what, upon mi 
Hall. Table! | | | | 7 
L. Dunce, Two Ruffiins brought him in juſt now, 
onouncing ths intuman Deed was done by your Com- 


ws a os 
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r cotn am am amt 


mand: Sir Folly came in the diſtracting Minute, or ſure . | 
Nook dy'd with m diſt acting Fears; how could you 


Six 


— 


zink on a Revenge lo horrid ? 


SD” Wwe on 


| and give me Counſel; 11] give my Wite and all my Eſtate 


me of m 


Win Forruxnt 99t- 


Sir Dev. As 1 to be ſav'd, Neighbour, I | 
who aye fr. e 


ries might do to another ; but do you fay that he 


by 
Fol. Dead, dead as Clay; fta, K ſtiff and uſeleſs all; 
CLOS Dan „but all's cold and ſtill; I 
ere 2 luſty | ® once, very mettled Fellow, tis 
> Gadd Pities. 
him, kiſs his wide — —— il Med we. 
zard. 

L. Dance. Oh, come not near him, there's ſuch horrid 
Antipathy follows all Murders, his Wounds would ſtream. 
afreſh ſhould you but touch him. 

—_ Dav. Dear Neighbour, deareſt Neighbour, Friend, 

Sir Folly, as you love Charity, . pity my wretched Caſe, . 


to have him live again; or mall I bury him in the Ardour- 


at the upper end of the Garden ? 


Sir Jol. Alas-a-day, Neighbour, never think on't, never 
— on't; the Dogs will find him there, as they ſcrape - 
Holes to bury Bones in ; there b hs exe ts that I 


know of. 


Sir Dau. What is it, dear Neighbour, what is it? You: 
ſee 1 n take all I have and caſe 


vir Fol. Teal Truly the beſt thing that I can think of, is 
2 * him to Bed, putting him into a warm Bed, 


ud try to fetch him to Lite again, a warm Bed is the beſt 


thing in the World; my Lady may do much too, ſhe's a 


| good Woman, and I've been told underſtauds a green 


Wound well. 
Sir Dav. My Dear, my Dear, my Dear! 
L. Dunce. Bear me away, oh ſend me hence afar off 


| where my unhappy Name may be a Stranger; and this 
1 kid Accident no more remember d to my Diſnonour. 


Sir Dau. Ah, but my Love! my Joy ! are there no 


| Bowels in thee? 


L. Damee. What would you have me do ? | 
Sic Dav. Prithee do ſo much as try thy Skill, W 
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be one Drachm of Life left in him 
thy Chamber, put him into thy own Bed, and try mt 
thou canſt do with him; prithee do; if thou canſt but 
find Motion in him, all may be well yet; Fil go upts | 
— — in the Garret, and ſay my Prayers in the mem | 
ile. | 
L. Dunce. Will ye then leave this Ruin on my Hande“? 
Sir Dav, Pray, pray, my Dear; I beſeech you Neigh. 
bour, Þelp o perſwade her it it be poſſible. 
Sir Fel. Faith, Madam, do, try what yeu can de; [ 
have a great tar. cy you may do him good; who canitell 
bur yon may have the Gitt ot Stroaking ; pray Madam, 
be perſuaded. | 
L. Dance. I'll do whate'er's your Pleaſure. 
Sir Dav. That's my beſt Dear: Il] go to my Cloſet 
and pray tor thee heartily, Alas, alas, that ever this | 
Mould happen | [ Exit, 
Beam. So, is he gone, Madam, my Angel! 
Sir Fol. What no Thanks, no Reward for old Follynow? 
Come bither Huſſie. you little Canary · Bird, you little Hop- 
o my-thumb, come hither : make mea Curt ſie, and give me 
a Kiſs now, hah! give mea Kiſs I ſay, odd I will have a Kiſs, 
ſo I will, Iwill have a Kiſs if I ſet on't; ſoogh, ſhoogh, get 
you into a Corner when l bid you, ſhoogh, ſhoogh, ſhoogh, 
what there already ? She goes Beaugard. 
Well, I ba' done; this is to be an old Fellow now. 
— And will you fave the Life of him y ave wound - 
L. Dunce. Dare youtruſt your ſelf to my Skill for a Cure? 
[Sir David appears at a Window about. 
Sir Fol. Bit! Bit! Cloſe, cloſe, I ſay again, yonder's 
Sit Davy, odds . | 
Sir Dav. My Dear! my Dear! my Dear 
I. Dance. WHO that calls? my Love, ist you? ; 
Bir av. ay, tome comfort, or my Heart's broke! is 
there any tlopes yer? Uve try'd to ſay my Prayers, and 
em not it be be quite dead, | thalinever pray again; Neigh- 
Dour, ev hopes? | | a 
Sir Fol. Truly, little or none, fome ſmall Pulſe I think 
there is left; very little: there's nothing to be done _ 
ont 


* 
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| don't pray, get you to Prayers | 


whatever you do, SY 


.- Well, this is a great Trouble to me; but good 


Sir Fol. Good night to you, dear Neighbour. Get ye 
up, get ye up, and be gone into the next Room tly, 
make haſte: { To Beaugard and Lady Dunce, 
but don't ſteal away ill I come to you, be ſure you re- 
member, don't ye {tir till I come; piſh, none of this bow... 
ing and fooling, it but loſes time; I'll only bolt the Door 
that belongs to Sir David's Lodgings, that be may be fafe, 
and be with you in a Twinkle: Ah, b, b, b! So, now for 
the Door, very well, Friend, you are falt. Bolts the Door, 
. n 

Bonney Laſs gan — wert mine, 
And twonty thooſand poonds about thee, &c. 


ACT V. SCENE 1. 


% 
Courtine bund on a Couch in Sylvia's Chamber. 


cr. LI Eicho! heigho! ha! Where am I? Was I drunk 


or ro. laſt night? Something leaning that way. 
But where the Devil am I? Sincerely in z Bawdy-houſe ; 
Fogh! What a Smell of Sin is here! Let me look about; 
if there be ever 2 Geneva Bible or a Practice of Piety in the 
Room 1 am fure I have gueſs'd right. What's the mat- 
ter now? Ty'd faſt! bound too! What Tricks have I play d 
to come into this Condition! I have lighted into the Ter- 
ritories of ſome merrily· diſpos d Chamber-maid or other; 
and ſhe in a witty Fit, 3 bath truſs d me up thus 
Has ſhe pinn'd no Rags to my Tail, or chalk'd me upon 


the Back now? Would 1 had her Miſtreſs here at a Ven- 


ture. | 
Hav. What would you do with her, my enchanted 


Knight, it you had ber? You are too ſober for ber by this 


time; next time you get deunk, you may perhaps ven- 
dure to ſcale her Balcony like a valiant Captain as you are. = 
Cour. | 
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hat Wench's old Garter, 
whatmuſt I pay for't? 
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| well out of this Houle. were 


Sl. 
Cour. Yes, yes, the Man is a Man, I'll affure you that? 
$ylv. Who do you think it may be now, try if you 
can gueſs him? | 
Cpu. Whoever he is, he's an honeft Fellow I'll warrant 
him, and I believe will not think himſelf very unhappy 
| neither. 
ph If a Fortune of 30 Pounds, pleaſant Nights, 
nd quiee Days can make him happy, I aſſure you he may 
| be ſo; but try once to gueſs at him. 
Cour. But if I ſhould be miſtaken. 
Sylv. Why, who is it you would wiſh me to? 
Cour. You have 400 Pounds you ſay, 
Sziv, Yes. > 
Cour. Faith, Child, to deal honeſtly, I know well e 
nough who tis 1 wiſh for; but Sweet-heart, before I tell 
you my Inclinations, it were but reaſonable that I knew 


* Well, Sir, becauſe I am confident you will ſtand 
my Friend in the Bufineſs, I'll make a diſcovery; and to 
| hold ycu in ſuſpence no longer, you muſt knovy 1 
| a Months-mind for an Arm-tull of your dearly beloved 
Friecd and Brother Captain; what ſay you to't? 

Cour. Madam your humble Servant, good b'w'y, that's all. 


: Sv. What thus cruelly leave a Lady that fo kindly took 
I ou in, in your laſt Night's pickle, into ber Lodging; 
| | whither would you rove now, my Wanderer? . 


Caur. Faith, Madam, you have dealt fo gallantly ia 
truſting me with your Paſſion, that I cannot Ray here 
without telling you, that Jam three times as much in 
love with an 4cq-:1in'ai.ce of yours, as you can be with 
" | ay Fricad of mine. 
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Cour, A pretty Lady of the Manor, and a moderate 


'Y 


Sylv. Not with my Waiting Woman, I hope, M 
Cawy. No, but it is witha certain Kinſwoman of thing 
Child, they call her my Lady Dance, and I think this is 
her Houſe too; they fay ſhe will be civil upon a good oc. = 
cafion, therefore prithee be charitable, and ſhew the way 


. What commit Adultery, Captain, fie upon't 

whe hazard your Soul ? ; 

Cour. No, no, only venture my Body a little, that 
all; look yuu, you know the Secret, and may imagine my 
Deſires, therefore as you would have me aſſiſt your Incl 
nations, pray be civil and help me to mine; look you, no 
demurring upon the Matter, no qualm, but ſhew me the 
way, or you, Huſſie, you ſhall do't; any Bawd will ſerve 
at preſent, for 1 will go. 5 | 

Sylv. But you ſhan't go, Sir. 
Our. Shan t go, Lady? 

Sylv. No, ſhan't go, Sir; did I not tell you, when once 
you had got your Liberty, that you would be rambling 

in? 


. Why, Child, would'ſt thou be fo uncharitable to 
tie up a poor jade to an empty Rack in thy Stable, when 
he knows where to go elle-where, and get Proyender 
enough ? 

Sylv, Any muſty Provender, I find, will ſerve your 
Turn, ſo you have it but cheap, or at another Man's 


8 
| 


Conr. No, Child, I had rather my Ox ſhould graze in 
a Field of my own, than live hide-bound upon the Com- 
mon, or run the Hazard of being Founded every Day 
r Treſpaſſes. 

Syiv. Truly, all things conſider'd, 'tis 2 great Pity f@ 
good a Husband-man as you ſhould want a Farm to cul- 


tivate. 


Cour. Wouldſt thou be but kind, and let me have a 
Bargain in a Tenement of thne, to try how it would 2 
gree with me. | 

Sl. And would you be contented to take a Leaſe for 
your Life? | 
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| Which you'll be fure to pay very y? 
= If 228 my Honeſty, faith een take a 

little Earneſt be fore- hand. 9 
Sylv. Not ſo baſty neither, good Tenant; Imprimis, 

You ſhall oblige your ſelf to a conſtant Regdence, and 

not by leaving the Houſe uninhabited, let it run to Re- 


Sv. Item, For your own fake you ſhall promiſe to 
keep the Eſtate well fenc'd and inclos'd, leſt ſome time or 
other your Neighbour's Cattle break in and ſpoil the Crop 
on the Ground. Friend. 

Cour. Very juſt and reaſcnable, provided I don't find it 
lye too much too Common already. 

Sv. Item You ſuall enter into ſtrict Covenant, not to 


take any other Fa m upon your Hands, without my Con- 
ſent and Approbation; or if you do, that then it ſhall be 


lawful for me to get me another Tenan?, how and where 
I think fr, 


| Cour. Faith, that's ſumething hard though, let me tell 


ou but tha”, Landlady. 

Sylv, Upon thele Terms, we'll draw Articles. 

Cour. And when ſhall we ſign 'em? 

Sv. Why, this Morning, as ſoon as the Ten-2-Clock 
Office in Covent Garden is open, 3 

Cour. A Bargain; but how will you anſwer your En- 
tertainment of a drunken Rec- coat in your Lodgings at 


theſe unſcaſonable Hons ? 


Sylv. That's a Seciet you will be hereafrer oblig'd to 
keep for your own {ake. and for the Family; your Friend 


| Beavgard iha!l anſwer for us there. 


Cour. ladeed I ſancy'd the Rogue had Miſchief in bis 
Head, he behav'd himleif fo ſcberly laſt Night; has be 


taken a Farm lately too? | 
Si, A Treipaſier, I believe, if the Truth were known, 
| Upon the Provencer you would faia have been biting at 


juſt now. 
Enter Maid. | 
Maid. Madam, Madam, have a Care of your ſelf; I 
Lights in the great Fall; whatever is the Matter, Sir 
Davy and all che Family are up. Quer. 
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| Cour. I hope they'll come, and catch me here: Well. 
now you have brought me into this Condition, what will 
you do with me, hah! 

Sylv. You. won't be contented for a while to be ty'd up 
like a Jade to an empty Rack without Hay, will you? 
Cour. Faith een take me, and put thy Mark upon me 
quickly, that if I light in ſtra ge Hards they may know 
me for 2 Sheep of thine, | 

Sy. What. by your warting a Fleece do you mean? 
u it muſt be ſo come follow your Shepher'!, Baaa. [Ex. 
| Enter Sir Duvy Dunce and Vermin. 

Sir Dav. | cas not fl-ep, I ſhall not ſleep again; 1 
have pray'd too fo long, that were I to be hang'd 
fently, 1 have never a Prayer letc to help my felt; I was 
no ſooner laid upon the Bed juſt now, and fallin into a 
Slumber, but methought the Devil was carrying me 
down Ladgate- Hill a Gallop, fix puay Fiengs with flaming 
e- For ks running betore him like Link boys, to throw 
me head-long in Feet. ditch, which ſeem d to be turn d into 
& Lake of Fire and Brin ſtone: would it were Morning. 
Ferm. Truly, Sir, it ha been a very diſmal Night, 
Sir Dau. But didſt thou meet never a white thing up- 
on the Stairs? | | 

Vm. No, Sir, not I; but methoughts I ſaw our great 
Dog Tanzer, with his great Collar on, fland at the Cellar. | 
Door as I came along ihe old Entry, 

Sir Dov. It could never be, Tanzer has a Chain; had this 
thing a Chain on? | 
Fam, No, Sir, no Chain; but it had Towzer's Eyes for 
all = World. 

Dau. What, ugly great fright ful Fyes? 
| — Ay, ay, huge ſaucer Eyes, but mightily like Tun: 
| C 
Sir Dav. Oh Lord! Oh Lord! Heark! Heark! 
Ten. What! what I beſeech you, Sir? 

Sir Dau. What's that upon the Stairs? Didſt thou bear 

nothing? Hiſt, heark, pat, pat, pat, heark, heu! 
| Farm. Hear nothing! Where, Sir? 


XY ; 
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Sir Dev. Look! Look! what's that! What's that! In 
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Sir Daw, Hah? what art thou? 


Verm. Where? 

Sir Dav. There. 

Verm. What, upon the Iron Cheſt? 

Sir Dav. No, the long black thing up by the old Clock- 
Caſe, See! Sec! Now it ſtirs, and is coming this way. 

verm. Alas, Sir, (peak to it, you are a Juſtice o' Peace; 


1 beſeech you; I dare not ſtiy in the Houſe: Pl call the 


Watch, and tell em Hell's broke looſe ; what ſhall 1 do? 
Oh! [ Exit 

Sir Dav. Oh Vermin, if thou art a true Servant, have 
pity on thy Maſter, and donct forſake mein this diſtreſſed 
Condition, Satan be gone, | deſie thee, I'll repent and be 


fav'd, Vil iy my Prayers, Fil go to Church; Help? 
help! help! Was there any thing, or no? ln what fiale 


ſhall I hide my (el: 7 . Leis. 

Enter Sir Jolly Jumble, Fourbin and Bloody-Bones. 

Sir Fol. That ſhould be Sir Davy's Voice; the Waiting 
woman indeed told me, he was atraid and could not fleeps 
pretty Fellows, pretty Fellows bath, you've done your 
Buſineſs handſomly; what, Il warrant you have been 3 
Whoring toether now; ha! You do well, you do well, 
I like you the better for*t: What's a Clock ? 

Four. Near four, Sir; twill not be day yet theſe two 
Hours. 


Sir Fol. Very well, but how got you into the Houſe” 


Four. A ragged Retainer of the Family, Vermin I think 
they call him, let us in as Phyficians fent for by your 
Order. | 1 

Sir Fol. Excellent Rogues! And then 1 hope all things 
are ready, as I gave Directions? | 

Four. To a tirtle, Sir; there ſhall not be a more criti- 


cal Obſerver of your Worſkip's Pleaſure than your hunt 
dle Servant the Chevalier Tourbin. | 


Sir Fol. Get you gone you Rogue, you have a ſharp 
12 are 121 Fellow; I have 1. mote to ſay to 
r 
lt, hem, hem, hem. | 
Enter Sir Davy Dunce. | 
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rugged Bankſide Bear, the Eaſf-Chaap Bull, or Monſter, 
in 12 be of Shop be he, nd 1 


thee | 
Man! I am thy Friend. 


Sir Dev. Thou can't not be my Friend, for I defie 
thee. Sir Fol! Neighbour! Hah! Is it you? Are you 
ſure it is you? Are you your ſelf? If you be, give me 
yeur Hand. Alas-a day, I ha' ſeen the Devil. 
Sir Fol. The Devil, Neighbour! 
Sir Dav. Ay, ay, there's ao help fort; at firſt I fancy'd 
it was 2 young white Bear's Cub dancing in the Shadow 
of my Candle, then it was turn'd to a Pair of blue 
Breeches with Wooder-legs on, ſtampt about the Room, 
as it all the Cripples in Town had kept their Rendevous 
there; when all of » ſudden it appear'd like a Leathern 
Serpent, and with a dreadtul cl-p of Thunder flew out 
ot the Window. 

Sir Fel. Thun er? Why I heard no Thunder. 
Sir Dav. That may be too; what, were you aſleep? 
Sir Fol. Aſlcep, quotha, no, no; no ſleeping this Night 
for me I aſſure you. | 
Sir Dav. Well, what is the beſt News then? low does 
the Min? 
Sir Fol. Een as he did before he was born, nothing at 
all; he's dead. 
Sir Dav, Dead! What quite dead! | 
Sir Fol. As gocd as dead, if not quite dead; twas a 
herrid Murder! and then the Terror of Conſcience, 
Neighbour. 
Sir Dav. And truly I have x very terriſy d one, Friend, 
though I never found I had any Conſcience at all till now. 
8 where-1bout was his Death's Wound? 
1 

Sir 


r Fol. Juſt here, juſt under his left Fap, a dreadful Gaſhs 
r Dav. $2 very wide ? 
Sir Fol. Oh, as wide as my Hat. you might have ſ-en 


ir Dav. Is there no way to have him privately bury'd 
conc 


like a Dog, Neighbour ? Do I look as it 1 
gd? 


would 
Sir Fol 
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this Murder? Muſt I needs be hang's by the 


The SoLDixRs FortuUxy. 3Or ©: | 
Sir Fol. Truly, Sir Davy, I muſt deal faithfully with | 
you, you do lcok a little ſuſpiciouſly at preſent; but have 

you ſeen the Devil, ſay you? TV i 
Sir Dev. Ay, ſurely it was the Devil, nothing elle 

could have frigited me ſo. | 

Sir Fol. Bleſs us, and guard us all the Angels! what's 
that? | : 
ir Dau. Poteſtati ſempiterna cujus benevolentiã ſervans 
tur gentes, & cui, miſcricordia. 

[Kneets ide g up bis Hands, and mutt ring as if he 
| 7 | 
| Sir Fel. Neighbour, where are you, Friend, Sir Davy? 

Sir Dav Ab what ver yeu do, be ſure to ſtand cloſe 
| to me; where, where is1'? 

l Sir Fol. Juft, juſt there, in the Shape of a Coach and 
| fix Horſes againſt the — * . 
Sir Davy. Deliver us all, he won't me away in 
1 that Corch and fix, will he? OP | 
Sir Fol. Do you ſee it? L 

Sir Dau. Sec ic / Plain, plain: dear Friend adviſe me 
what I ſhall do: Sir Folly, Sir Foly, do you hear nothing? 
Sir Folly, Bah! has be left me alone! Jlermin. 

Verm. Sir. J 4 

Sir Dav. Am I alive? Doſt thou know me again? Am 
{ thy Cuondam Miſter, Sir Davy Dunce? | an 
Ferm. | hope I ſhall never forget you, Sir, 

Sir Dav. Didſt thou ſee nothing? | 

Verm, Ves Sir, methought the Houſe was all of fire; 
Fire as it were. | 3 

Sir Dav. Didſt thou nat fee how the Devils grin'd and 
gnaſſud their Teeth at me, Vermin? | 
| Verm. Alas, Sir, 1 was afraid one of em would have - 
dit off my Noſe, as he yaniſh'd out of the Door. 

Sir Dav. Lead me away, Ill go to my Wie, I'll die 
by my own dear Wife; run away to the Temple and 
call Cuunſelior my Lawyer, Il make over my Eſtate 
preientiy, I than't live i Noor; Til give all 1 have to 
| ay Wile, ah, mm at | 


- 


In, 
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not imagine what ſhe bas done for me, Man, 
ſhe would break her Heart if 1 ſhould give any thing +. 

her, ſhe loves me ſo dearly. Yet if I do die, 
have all my old Shoes. | 
I hope to fee you live many a fair Day yet 
' Sir Dov. Ah; my Wife, my poor Wife, lead me tomy 
poor Wife. [ Exeum, 
SCENE draws and diſcover: Sir Jolly Jumble, Captain 


„ and Lady in her Chamber. 
L. Dance. What think you now of a cold wet March 


come up, but at Night a dirty Plain to encamp 
ILD. ou but an old Leager 
as tatter'd as your Colour:? Is not this much bet- 
ter now, than lying wer, and getting the Sciattica? 

Beas. The of this made all this eaſie to me; 
the thoughts of Clarinda have a thouſand times refreſh'd 
me in my Solitude; -whene'er I march'd, I fancy d fiill 
it was to my Clarinda; when I tought, I imagin'd it was 
for my Clarmda; but when I came Home, and found 


Night-in the rank ſurfeiting Arms of this foul feeding 
'Z 3 this rotten Trunk of a Man, that lays Claim to 


rity of Parents! 

| Beau. And had you no more Grace, than to be rul'd 

by a Father and Mother? 

L. Dee. When you were gone, that ſhould have gi- 

yen me better Counſel, how could I help my felf? 
Dean. Methinks, then, you might have found out ſome 

cleanlier ſhift to have thrown away your ſelf upon, than 

nauſeous old - 4 d unwholcſome Deformity. 

LD. What 


N upon ſome over. grown full · fed Coun 
y Fooh with e Herie Face, a great 2 
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over the Mountains, your Men tir'd, your Baggage not | 


Clarinds loſt! —— How could you think of waſting but a 


| | | 
L. Dunes. The Perſwaſion of Friends, and the Authos 
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fine Eſtate? one that ſhould have been drain'd and 


Clock every Morning, like a lolling Booby, 
wich « Belly full of ſtumm d Wine, and 


Young Men like Springs wroug 
eafily ply to wad their Wiſhes 


em down, 


way | 
| fo, who f wm. 
Sir So, fo, w ys any now? 1 
ea. I don't lee, I don't Ay tot 
fo much as look, not I. 7 
Euter Sir Davy Dunce. 

Sir Dau. I will have my Wife, carry me to Wiſe, 
let me go to my Wite, n live and die with my Wiſe. 
— Pool do his worſt; ah, my Wife, my Wife, my 
Wife! 

L. Dunce. Alas! alas! we are ruio'd! ſhife for your 
ſelf; counterfeit the dead Corps once more, or any thing, 

Sir Dav. Hah! whoſoe er thou art, thou; canſt not eat 
me; ſpeak to me, who has done this? Thou canſt not 
fay 1 did it. 

Sir Fol. Did it? did what? Here's go Body fays you 


did any thing that I know Neighbour; what's the Matter 


with you? what ails you? whither do you go? whither 
do you run? I tell Len here's no Body fays a Word to 
you. 

22 Did you 
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Sir Dav. But, Sir, if 1 ſey I did fee a GhoPt, 1 did fees | 
Ghoſt; and you go to that, why ſure I know a Gn 1 
when | ſee one: Ah my Dear, it thou hadſt but ſeen the | 
il half ſo often as I have ſeen him. 
L. Dunce. Alas, Sir it you ever lov'd me, come | 
not, oh come not near me, I have reſolv'd to waſte d 
ſhort remainder of my Life in Penitence, and taſte of 
l Dov. Alas or Child, but do you think 
was no G & indeed? a * 
ir Fol. Ghoſt! Alas-a-day, what ſhould a Ghoſt do 
Dav. 


„ And is the Man dead ? | 
| Fol. Dead, ay, ay, Fark dead, he's ſtiff by this 


Dunce Here you may ſee the horrid ghaf 


a wm Aw +... 


. the fad effects of my too rigid Virtue, nd 70 too 1 


Reſentment 

" Sir Fol. Do you ſee there? LE 
Sir Dav. Ay, ay, 1 do fee, would 1 had never ſen |} 

him; would be had lain with my Wife in every Houſe 

berween Charing-Croſs and Aldgate, ſo this bad never hay. 


2251 Fol. In troth, and would he had; but we are all | 
mortal, Neighbour, mortal; to Day we are here, to | 
Morrow gone, bike the Shadow that vaniſketh, like the | 
Graſs that withereth, or like the Flower that fadeth; or | up 
indeed, like any thing, or rather like nothing: But we | 
are all mortal. | 't 
Sir Dav. Heigh! —— * 
L. Dance. Down, down that Trap-door, it goes | 
into a Bathing-Room ; for tte reſt. leave it to my Conduct. 
Sir Jol. *Tis very untortunate, that you ſhould un 
yur felt into this F. emunite, Sir David. | 
Sir Dav. Indeed, and fo it is. | | 
Sir Fol. Yor a Gentleman, 2 man in Authority, 2 Per- 
fon in Years, one that us'd to go to Church with bis 
Neiglibo urs. Gl * 
Sir Dav. Every Sunday, truly, Sir Je. 85 My 
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| | Feier _—T Pounds a Yer to the very Poor, without 
| or Deduction; tis very hard, if ſo good a” 
Commonwealths- Man ſhould be brought to ride in a Care 
 } at laſt, and be hangd in a Sun-ſhiny Morning, to make 
|} Butchers and Suburb-Apprentices a Holiday; I'll e'en run 
Jr ——_ | 
| 80 Fol. Run away! why then your Eſtite will be 
forfeited; you'll loſe your Eſtate, Mn! 
Sir Dav. Truly, you ſay right, Friend; and a Man had 
0 better be half hang'd, than loſe his Eſtate, you know. 
Sic Fol, Hang'd! No. no, I think there's no great fear 
of hanging neither; what, the Fellow was but a ſort of 
A an unaccountable Fellow, as I heard you fay. 
| Sir Dav. Ay, ay, aPox on him, he was a ſoldierly fort 
| of 2 Vagabond, he had little or nothing but his Sins to 
Ive upon It i could have had but Patience, he would 
| Hive been hang'd within thete two Months, and all this 
| Miſchief fav'd. | = 
1 [Beaugard viſes up like a Ghoſt at a Trap door, juſt 2 
| before Sir David. 4 
Sir Dav. Ah Lord! the Devil, the Devil, the Devil! "0 
| [ Falls npon his Faces 
Sir Fol. Why, Sir Davy, Sir Davy, what ails you? 
What's the matter with you ? | 
Sir Dav. Let me alone, let me lie ſtill; I will not look 
| up to fee an Angel; Oh, b, h. | 
L Dunce. My Dear, why do you do theſe cruel things 
to affright me? Pray riſe and ſpeak to me. 
Sir Dav. | dare not flir, I faw the Ghoſt again juſt 
I. Dunce. Ghoſt again! What Ghoſt, Where? 
| Sir Dav. Why, there! there! | 
Sir Fol. Here has been no Ghaſt. 
Sir Dau. Why, did you ſee nothing then? 
— See nothing! No, nothing but one ano 
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Sir Dau. Then 1 am Enchanted, or my Fad ne at 
und, Neighbour; for Heav'ns ſake, N:igibour, adviſe 


4 me what | ſhall do ta be at Reſt? 


Te SorDprtrs For Funn RP 
the Do! why, what think ycu it the Body wer 7 
mmayd? „ 
. » Sir Dav. Remov'd! Id give a hundred Pound the 
Body were out of my Houſe ; may be then the Devil 
- wou'd nat be fo impudent. | | 
Sir Fol. I have diſcover'd a Door- place in the Wall be. 
wixt my Lady's Chamber, and one that belongs to me; 
it vou think fir, we'll beat it down, and remove this 
troubleſome lump of Earth to my Houſe, = * 

Sig Dav. But will you be fo kind? 5 | 
Sir Fol. If you think it may by any means be ſervices. 

to you. | 

Sir — Truly, if the Body were remov'd, and di- 
ſpag'd of privately, that no more might he heard of the 
 matter———l hope he'll be as good as his word. 

4 Sir Fol. Fear nothing, V1l warrant you; but in treth, | _ 
| had utterly forgot one thing, ucterly forgot it. Z FT, 
Sir Dav. What's that? | 

Sir Fol. Why, it will be abſolutely neceſſiry, that my 
Lady itaid with me at my Houſe tor one Day; till things 
were better ſettled. 

Sir Dau. Ah, Sir Fol'y! Whatever you think fir; any 
thing of mire that you bave a mind to, pray rake her, 
pray take her, you ſhall be very welcome, Flear you 
my deareſt, there is but one way for us to get rid of this 
untoward Buſineſs, and Sir Folly has found it out; there. 
fore by all means go along with him and be ruld by ] 
him; and whatever Sir Folly would have thee do; een do {| 
it; ſo Heav'n proſper ye, good b'w'y, good b'w'y,'till | 

ſee you again. | Exit. 
Sir Fol, This is certainly the civilleſt Cuckold in Ci , 
Town, or Country. | 

Bears Is he gone? | [ Steps amn. 

L. Dunce. Yes, and has left poor me here. 

Dean lu troth, Madam, tis barbarouſly done of him, 
to commit a horrid Murder on the Body ot an innocent 
* Fellow, and then leave you to ſtem the danger 

K. | 
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Sir Fol. Odd, an 1 were as thee, Sweet-hearr, F'd be i 
revengd on him for it, fo I would: Go get you rope» 3 
ther, ſteal out of the Houſe as ſoftly as you can, Ii ug 
meet ye in the Piazza preſently; go, be ſure you fleal | 
out of the Houle, and don't let Sir Davy fee you. 
"The Scene ſhuts, 
Sir Jolly comes forward. Enter Bloody-Bonese 
Bloody Bones. 
Blood. | am here, Sir. | 
Sir Fol. Go you and Fumbin to my Houſe preſently; 
bid Monticur Fourbin remember that all things be order d ac - 
cording to my Direction; ell my Maids too, lam coming 
Home in a trice, bid em get the great Chamber, and 
the Banquet 1 fpoke for, ready prefen'ly, and d'ye hear 
carry the Minſtrels with you too, for I'm reo d to i- 
4 joyce this Morniag; let me {ce — Sir Davy. 
| Enter Six Davy Dunce. | 
Sir Dau. Ay. Neighbour, tis I; is the Buſineſs done? 
I cannot be ſatisfy d till l am fare; have you tem vd the 
Body? Is it gone? 
| Sir Fol. Yes, yes, my Servants convey'd it out of the 
"Houſe juſt now; well, Sir Davy, a good Morning to you: 
I wiſh you your Health with all my Heart, Sir Davy; 
the firſt thing you do though, I'd have you fay yuur 


ö Prayers by all means, if you can. 
5 Sir Dav. If I can poſſihly, I will. 
I Sir Jol. Well, God b'w'y. [Exit Sir IH.“ 
q | Sir Dav. God b'w'y heartily, good Neighbour 
Veni, Vermin. DS 

| | Enter V- rmin. 
, Verm. Did your Honour ? 


| Sir Dau. Go run, run preſently over the 8 and 
„all the Conſtable preſently, tell him here's Murder com- 

mitted, and that I mutt ſpeak with him inftantly —— YI! 
, Cen carry him to my Neighbour's, that he may find t 
v dead Body there, and fo let my Neighbour be "i 


bang d in my ſterd; hah! a very good jeſt as 1 hope to 


"IP live, bz, ha, ha! hey, what's that? 


32 Watchmen 


1 - 


- 


Watchmen at the Door. Almoſt Four-a-Clock, anda duk 
cloudy Morning, good-morrow my Maſters all, goods 
Enter Conſt able and Watch. 

Conſt. How's this! a Deor open, come in Gentle. 
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men, — Ah, Sir Davy, your Honour's humble Servant! 


] and my Watch poing my Morning Rounds, and find- 
ing your Door open, made bold to enter to ſee there 
were no danger, your Worſhip will excuſe cur Care; a 
good Morning to you, Sir. | 


Sir Dav. Oh, Mr. Conſtable, I'm glad you'ce here, 1 


fent my Man juſt now to call you; 1 have fad News to 
tell you, Mr. Conſtable. 
Conſt. | am forry for that, Sir; ſad News! 


Sir Dav. Oh, ay, fad News, very fad News, truly: 


Here has been Murder committed. 


Cn. Murder! if that's all, we are your humble Ser- | 
vans, Sir, we'll bid you good Morrow; Murder's ne» | 


thing at this time o'night in Covent-Garden. 
Sir Dav. Ob, but this is a horrid bloody Murder, done 
un der my Noſe, I cannot but take notice of it; though l 


am ſorry to tell you the Authors of it, very ſorry tus 1 


y. 
Conſt. Was it committed here near Hand? | 

Sir Dav. Oh, at the very next Door, a ſad Murder in- 
deed; after they had done they carry'd the Body pri- 
vately into my Neighbour Folly's Houſe here; lam forry 
to tell it you, Mr. Conſtable, tor I am afraid i will look 
tut ſcurvily on his fide; though 1 am a Juilice o Peace, 
Gentlemen, and am bound by my Oath to take notice 
of it; I can't help it. | 

1 Watch. I never Lk'd that Sir Folly. 


| Conſt. He threatned me bother Day, for carrying 1 
little dirty draggle-tail'd Whore to Bridewell, ald ſaid the 


was his Couſin, Sir; it your Worſhip thinks fir, well 


20 ſearch his Houſe, 


Sir Dav. Oh, by all means, Gentlemen, it muſt be ſo, 
Juſtice muſt have its courſe, the King's liege Subjects 


muſt not be de ſtroy d; Verm in, Carry Mr, Conſtable — 
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bis Dragons into the Cellar, e 
ſtep into my Study, put on my Face of Authority, aud 
call upon ye inſtant}. | 

All Watchmen. We thank your Honour, 


SCENE changes to Sir Jolly's, A Banquet. 
Enter Sir Jolly Jumble, Captain Beaugard, and Lady Dunce. 

Sir Fol. So, are ye come? I am glad on't; odd y are 
welcome, very welcome odd ye are; here's 2 ſmall gan- 
quer, but I hope "twill pleaſe you; Gr ye down, fic ye 
down both together, nay, both together: A Pox o him 
that parts ye, | thy. | 

Bea. sie Folly, this might be an Entertainment for 
Anthony and Cleopaira, were they living. 

Sir Fol. Piſh! a Fox of Anthony and Cleopatra, they 
are dead and rotten long ago, come, come, time's bat 


ſhore, 11me's but ſhort, and mult be made the beſt aſe of 3 
for | 


Youth's a Flower that ſoon docs fade, 
And Life i: but a Span, 

Man was for the Woman made, 
Aud Woman made for Man. 


Why now we can be bold, and make merry, and ſriala 
and be brisk. rejoice, and make a Noitc, and odd, 1 


am pleas'd, mightily pleas'd, odd I am. 


L. Duace. Really, Sir Folly, you are more a Philoſo- 
pher than 1 thought you veere. 

Sir Fol. Philoſopher, Mada'n ! yes, Madam, I have read 
Books in my time; odd, Arycotle i ſome things had ve 
pretty Norioas, he was an vaderitanding Fellow, Why 
don't ye ear, odd an ye dun't eat nere Child, here's 
ſome Ringoes, help, help your Neigabour a hetle; odd 
the are very good, very comfortable, very cordial. 

Beau Sir Foy, your Healch. 

Suu Fol, With all my Heart, old Boy. 

I. Dunce. Dear Sir Folly what ace theſe? 12 
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Fol. That! eat it, eat it, eat it when I bid j 
add, dis the Root Satyrion, a very precious Plane, | g. | 
ther em every May my ſelf; odd, they'll make an old 

Fellow of ſixty-five cut a Caper like a Dancing: Maſter; | 
ive me ſome Wine: Madam, here's a Health, here's z 
ith, Madam. here's a health to honeſt Sir Davy, faith 
Enter Bloody bones, | 
Blood. Sir, Sir, Sir! What will you do? Yonder's the 
Conſtable and all his Watch at the Door, aud threatens 
Demoliſhment, it not admitted preſently. | 
Sir Fol. Odds ſo! Odds fo! The Conſtable and his 
Watch! What's to be done now? Get ye both into the 
| Alcove there, get ye gone quickly, quickly; no noiſe, 
no noiſe; d'ye hear, the Conſtable and his Watch! A Pox 
on the Conſtable and his Watch; what the Devil have 
the Conſtable and his Watch to do here? 
Enter Conſtable, Watch and Sir David. Scene ſhuts, 
Sir Jolly Jumble comes forward 
Conſt. This way, this way, Gentlemen; tay one of ye 
1 at the Dcor, and let no Body paſs, do you hear? Sir 
2 Folly, your Servant. | 
Sir Fol. What, this Outrage, this D. ſturbance committed | bi 
upon my Houle and Family; Sir, Sir, Sir! What do you | 
mean by theſe doinge, ſweet Sir? Hoh! I 
Conf. Sir, having receiv'd Information, that the Body de 
of a murder'd Man is conceal'd in your Houle, I am come, m 
according to my Duty, to make earch, and diſcover the | an 
truth. Stand to my Aſſiſtance, Gentlemen. 
dir Fol. A murder d Mar, Sir! 
Sir Dav. Yes, a murder d Man, Sir; Sir Folly, Sir Jul. 
ly, | am ſorry to fee a Perſon of your Character and Fi- 
e inthe Pariſh, concern'd in Murder, I fay. 
Sir Fol. Here's a Dog! Here's a Rogue for you! Here's | * 
a Villain! Here's 2 Cuckoluly Son of his Mother! I never 
knew Cuckold in my Lite, that was not a Falſe Rogue 
in bis Heart; there are no honeſt Fellows living, but 
Whore: Maſters: Hark you, Sir; what a Poxdo you went 
—— * een, 


e 
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no harm done, Gentlemen, here's no body murde: d, 
Gentlemen, the Man's alive again, Gentlemen; but here's 


4 Þy Wite, Gentlemen, and a fine Gentleman with ber, 


You had beſt play the Fool, and ſpoil all, you hady what's 
all this for? 


Sir Dav. When your Worſhip comes to be hang d you'll _ 


find the meaning on't, Sir. I fay once more, Search the 
Houſe. 
Conſt. It ſhall be done, Sir; come along, Friends. 
| Ex. Conflable and Watch. 
Sir Fol. Search my Houſe! O Lord! Search my Houſe! 
What will become of me? | ſhall loſe my Reputation with 
Man and Woman, and no body will ever truſt me again: 
O Lord! Search my Houſe! All will be diſcover d, do 


| what I can; VI'll fing a Song like a dying Swan, and try 


to give 'em Warning, 


Go from the Window, my Lowe, my Love, my Love, 
Go from the Window my Dear ; 
The Wind and the Rain 
Has brought em back again, 
And thou canſt have no Lodging here, 


| © Lord! Search my Houſe! 


Sir Dav. Break down that Door, I'll have that Doo 
broke open; break down that Door, I fay. | ED 

Knocking within. 

Sir Fol. Very well done, break down 2 — break 

down my Walls, Gentlemen! plunder my Houſe! raviſh 


my Maids! Ah, curlt be Cuckotds, Cuckolds, Conſtables, 
and Cuckolds. | 


SCENE Fans, and diſcovers Beaugard and Lady 
Beau. Stand off, by Heav'a the firſt that comes here. 
comes upon his Death. 
Sir Dav. Sir, your humble Servant, I am glad to fee 
you are alive again with all my Heart; Gentlemen, here's 


_ 
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Gentlemen; and Mr. Conſtable, I you'll * 
wimeſs, Mr. Conſtable. age youll Ins 
Sir Fol. That he's a Cuckold. Mr. Conſtable. CA 
Dean. Hark ye, ye Cure, keep off from ſnapping at my 
Heels, or | ſhall fo teage ye. | | 
Sir Fol, Get ye gone, ye „ye Rogues, ye Night. 
Ts the REO, my Houſe A theſe 
unſeaſonable Hours, get ye car of my Doors, get yegune, | n 
or III brain ye, Dogs, Rogues, Villains. N  h 
{ Execunt Conſtable and Watch, p 
Dean. And next for you, Sir Coxcomo, you ſce | am 
not murdei'd though you paid well tor the Performance; | 
what think you of bribing my own Man to murder me? 
Enter Fourbin and loody-bunes. [| 
Look ye, Sir, he can cut a Throat upon ogcaſi en; and here's 
another drefles a Man's Heart with O, land Pepper, beter 
than any Cock in Ciriftendom. 
Four. Will your Worſhip pleaſe to have one for your 
Breakfaft this Morning? | | 
Sir Dau. With all my Heart, Sweet heart, any thing in 
the World, faich and troth, he, ba, ba ! chis is cone pureſt 


= ww & = 


Sport, ha, Ba, ba! 
Enter Vermin. lik 

Ferm. Oh, Sir, the muit unhappy and moſt unfortunate | An 
News! There has been a Gentleman in Madam Sy.vig's 
Chamber all this Night, wio juſt as you went out of [ Fr 
Doors carry d her away, and hitler they are gone no 
body knows. 

Sir Dav. With all my Heart, I am gled on't, Child, I on 
would not care if he'd carry d away my Houſe and all, } far 
Man; unhappy News, quotha! poor Fool, he does not it; 
krew l am a Cuckold, and that any body may make bold 
with what belongs to me, ha, ha, ha! I am ſo less d, 
ha, ha, ha, I think 1 was never ſo pleas d in all my Lite 
before, ha, ha, ha - 

Dam. Nay, Sir, I have a Henk upon you; there a8 = 
Laws tor Cur-throats, Sr; and as you tender your future tur 

me 


credit, take this wroc Ed Lady holae, aud uſe ber hand | 
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fomely, uſe her like my Miftreſs, Sir, do you mark me, 
> | that when we think fit to meet again, I have no Com- 
| plaint of you; this muſt be done Friend. 

Sir Fol. In troth, and it is but reaſonable, very reaſona- 


5 ble in troth. 
| L. Dunce. Can you, my Dear, forgive me one Misfor- 
tune? 


b Sir Dav. Madam, in one Word, I am thy Lady ſhip's 
„ moſt humble Servant and Cuckold, Sir David Dunce, Kt. 
. 
n 


living in Covent Garden; ha, ha, ha! well this is mighty 
pretty, ha, ha, ha! 


Enter Sylvia follow'd by Courtine. 
Syl. Sir Folly, ah Sir Folly, protect me or I'm ruin'd, 


? Sir Fol. My little Minikin, is it thy Squeek ? 
Bean. My dear Courtine, welcome. 
1 Sir Fol. Well Child, and what would that wicked Fel- 
r | low do to thee Child? hah Child, Child, what would be 
do to thre ? 
r | Syiv. Oh, Sir, he has moſt inhumanely ſeduced me out 


of my Uncle's Houſe, and threatens to marry me. 

n Cour. Nay, Sir, and ſhe having no more Grace before 
ſt ber Eyes neither, has een taken me at my Word. 

Sir Fol. In troth and that's very uncivilly done: I don't 
like theſe Marriages, I'll have no Marriages in my Houle, 


e | and there's an end on'r, 

's Sir Duv. And do you intend to marry my Niece, 
of | Friend? 

0 Cour. Yes, Sir, and never ask your Conſent neither. 


Sir Dav Tn troth, and that's very well faid; 1 am glad 
| | on't with al! my Heart, Man, becauſe ſhe has five thou- 
U ſand Pound to her Portion, and my Eſtate's bound to pay 
ot it; well, this is the happieſt Day, ha, ha, ha. | 


4, | Here take thy Bride; like Man and Wife agree, 
te And may ſhe prove as find as mine me. Ha, ha, ba; 


78 | Dean. Courtine, I wiſh thee ſoy: thou art come eppor- 
tunely to be a Witneſs of a per tet Reconcilement between 

& | me and tlat worthy Knight Su Davy Dunce; which to 
pre ſerve 
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pPrelerve inviolate, you muſt, Sir, before we part, enteri 


E 


to ſuch Ce venants for Performance as | ſhall think fir. 


Sir Dav. No more to be faid, it ſhall be done Swear.” 
heart: But don't be too hard upon me, ule me gently ay 
thou didſt my Wife; gently, ha, ha ha! a very good f 
I taith, ba, ha, ha! or it he ſhould be cruel to me, Genie. 
men, and take this Advantage over @ poor Cornuta, to h Y 
we in a Prion, or throw me iu a Dungeon, at leal, * 


7 hope amongſt all you. Sirs I ſhan't fai 
10 [is 0*6 Hef Cnc ont [7 £4, 


Ei thoſe Thoughts which make th: Unhappy ſad, 
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W IT H the diſcharge of Paſſions much oppreſt, 
Diſturb'd in Braun, and penſive in bis Breaff, 
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| And by Imagination half grown mad, 

| The Poet led abroad his Mourning Muſe, 

And let her range, to ſce what Sport ſhe'd chaſe. 

Straight like a Bird git looſe, and un the Ming, 

| Plear'd with her Freedum fhe began to fing; 

Each Note was eccho'd all the Vale along, 

Aud this was what ſhe utter d in ber Song: 

Wretch, write no more for an uncertain Fame, 

| Nor call thy Muſe, when thou art dull, to blame: 

| Confider with thy ſelf how thou'rt unfit 

To male that Monſter of Mankind, a Mit: 

| A Wit's a Toad, who ſweld with filly Pride, 

Full of himſeif, ſcorns all the World befide; 
Civil would ſeem, the? he good Manners lacks, 

| Smiles en all Faces, rails behind all Backs : 

| Tf Ger good- natur d, naught to Ridicule, 

Good Nature melts a Wit into @ Foal: 

Plac'd high, like ſome Fack-pndding, in a Hall, 

At Chriſtmas Revels he makes Sport for all. 

| So much in little Praiſes be delights, 

| But when he's angry draws his Pen and writes: 

| A Wit to 2 Man will his Daes allow; 

Wits will not part with a good Word that's due: 


l \ 
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Of flarving Poets, certainly is loft, F 
They rail, like Porters at the Penny Poſt, | 
Mt @ new Author's Play ſee one but fit, 
Making bis ſnariing froward Face of Hit, 

The Merit he allows, and Praiſe he grants, 
Comes like a Tax from a poor Wretch that wants, 
O Poets, bade a care of one another, J 
There's hardly one amongſt ye true to other: 
Like Trincalo's and Stephano's ye play 

The lewdeſt Tricks, each other to betray, | 
Like Foes detrad, yet fatt' ring friend-like "= 


And all is one another to beguile 
Of Praiſe, the Munſter of your Barren [ſle, 
Emoy the Preſtitute ye ſo admire, | 


— — 


Enjoy her to the full of your Deſire, 
Whilſt this poor Scribler wiſhes to retire, 
Where he may neter repeat his Follies more, „ 
But curſe the Fate that wrack'd him on your Shore, | 
Now you, who this Day as his Judges fit, 
After you've heard what he has ſaid of Mit; 
Onght for your own ſakes not to be ſevere, 
But fhew ſo much to think he meant none here! 


The End of the Firſt Volume: 


